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HISTORY OF EMOLA51)* By Sir Jamea M Mklnioah* la 

S Yols* Vola. 1, *4 and 3 pabllihcdt 

•• In the Int volume of Hir James Mackintosh's History of England, wr 
enough to warrant the anticipattons of the public, that a calm and lumtn- 
oua philosophy will diffuse itself over the long narrative of our British ilia* 
tofjT ^EiUnburgh Review. 

" In ftris volume Hir James Mackintosh fully develnpes those great powers, 
for .ho * . %»?asion of which the public have long fiven him credit. The result 
is the aides, commentary that has yet appeared in our language upon some 
most ii.'portant circumstances of English History. JttTme. 

* • A. . in the method, style, and reflections, of the author’s high reputa- 

I t»o» We were pat vtcularly pleased with his high vein of philosophical sen- 
ti -lit. and his occasional survey of contemporary annals.'* — A *at. Gait it ». 

“ If talents of the highest order, long experience in politics, and years of 
application to the study of history and the collection of information. can com- 
mand superiority in a historian. Sir James Marhintosh may. without, reading 
this work, be said to have produced the best history of this country. A peru- 
sal of the work will prove that those who hniiripated a superior production, 
have not reckoned in vain on the high qualifications of the author." — Veurur. 


THE HISTORY OF THE NETHERL ANDS, to the Bwttle of 
Waterloo* IS y T* C* Grattan* 

" It is hut justice to Mr. Grattan to say that he has executed his laborious 
task with much industry and proportionate effect (Jndisflgured by pompous 
nothingness, and without any of the affectation of philosophical profundity, 
his style is simple, light, and fresh— perspicuous, smooth, and harmonious." — 
La Belle Jiteemblee. 

“ Never did work appear at a more fortunate prriod The volume before us 
is a compressed but clear and impartial narrative." — Lit. Gai. 


i HISTORY OF FRANCE. By Eyre Evans Crowe. In 3 vola- 

*• His history of France i* worthy to figure with the works of his associates, 
the nicest of tl’cir day, Hcott and Mackintosh ."— Monthly Mag. 

jp. .Irleich a task Mr. Crowe is eminently qualified. At a glance, as It wees, 
his eye takes hi the theatre of centuries Hi* style is neat, clrar, and pithy; 
and hi* power of condensation enables him to say much, and effectively. In a 
few* words, to present a distinct and purfuct picture in a narrowly circum- 
scribed apace .’’ — La Belle Attemblee. 


HISTORY OF SCOTIj A NO* By Sir Walter Scott. In % VoU. 

*• The History of Scotland. by Hir Waltrr Hcott. we do not hesitate to de- 
clare. will be. >f possible, more extensively read, than the most popular work 
of fiction, by the same prolific author, and for this obvious reason : it com- 
bine* much of t*ie brilliant coloring of the Ivanhoe pictures of by -gone man- 
ners, and all the grarcpA facility of style and pirturesqueneaa of description 
of his other charming romances, with it minute fidelity to the fecta of history, 
-*nd a searching scrutiny into their authenticity and relative value, which 
night put to the hiush Mr. Hume nd other professed historians. Such is the 
s^agic charm of Sir Walter Hcmt ’ , pet*,*” has only to touch the simplest inei- 
< rnt of every day life, and it staM* up invest with all the interest of a seena 
• r romance, and yet such is his fidelity to the text of nature, that the knighta 
a id sent, arid miiared fool* with whom hit in *entive genius ha*? peopled so 
o any volumes, are regarded by us as not mere creation* of fancy, but aa read 
&?shand blood existences, with all the virtues, feelings and errors of com- 
arm-place humanity '—Let. Gazette. 
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HISTORY or ths RISE, PROGRESS, and PRESENT 
STATE or tbb SILK MANUFACTURE ; with lyflffl'roua 

i 

"It CoiuatM iNtdtil information in wry department of tMs intereaiirig 
branch of (wmh industry— <a ite hiaiory, culture, and mauufacturc or iwiA,/'— 
Jfeatlff Jfoyetlitr ^ 

“ Thorn * • grant deni of curious information in this little vntume^-Li. On. 

HISTORY or thb ITALIAN REPUBLICS; bcin*f a View of 
th« Rite, Prog re**, and Fall of Italian Freedom. By J. C. L. 

0V 0MMOKO1. 

" Tin eaentiencJ**, defect*, and fortune* of tbe government* of the Italian* 
common wealth*, form a body of the »o*t valuable material* b* political pin 
toaophy. It ia time that they should be arrraaibte to the American people. a* 
they ara about to be rendrml iu Htanmndra maatrrly abruiament tie ha* done 
for hi* large? work, what Irving accompt «*!«*! ao welt fur h*» Lafc of Coluiubu*." 
— OmtrUt. 

HISTORY or tue RISE, PROGRESS, and PRESENT 
STATE or the MANUFACTURES or PORCELAIN and 
GLASS. With numerooa Wood Cuts. 

" tn Ow devigii and e*ecutn>n of the work, the author ha* diaptflyed ron eider 
able Judgment nnd *hilt. and ha* *o di»po.od of m« valuable material* a* u* ren 
d*r the book attractive and inatructitc to the general riam of reader*."— Ant. 
J&cwfttag f*mt. 

»■ The author ha a, by a popular treatment. made it one of the moat inlerealing 
b«<*%* that baa been twited of tbta aerie* There are. wr bcln-% e. few of tin? 
(MHrful aria Jr** generally Moderator** (ban throe of porrelam ami yin«« making 
Then# are completely illustrated by Dr. iardner. and tbe varmu* procewHaa uf 
forming differently fashioned utcniib, are folly dcarribed ** 

BIOGRAPHY or BRITISH STATESMEN; containing the 
Lives of Sir Tltomas More, by Si* James Mackintosh ; 
Cardinal Wolacy, Archbudiop Cranmer, and Lord Buaiai^. 

•* A very delightful volume, and on a aubjeet likely tn increase in inlrrm 
a# it frocnada, * • • We cordially command the work both for it* design and 
liamliaa. H — feadn A U. Uaiatta. 

Tn* HISTORY or SPAIN and PORTUGAL. In 5 vola. f 

*• A general If Jewry oft the Span tab ami Portufuea* I’emnauta. ir a great da 
tldrratum fa onr language, and wt are glad tn nee it begun under awto favorable 
anafaeauL W* have seldom met with a narrative which ft tea attention mere 
steadily, and beam the reader * mind along more pleasantly ** 

“ fa the volume* before ua, there »* unquestionable evidence of capacity for 
thu task, and trnmmtth in the etecuuoo V tt JtmrmmL 
*wmm»u# tin* work can ba hot an akrtdgment ; bvt we know not where an 
motto SAUMy ban been ahowa in condenanUon. It *» unenuafW. and hkciy 
liSf to re m ai n a*. ♦* We ween convinced, on the publication of the Am vni 
asm, that U waste enmaaon compilation. mannfoctSNti to order; we were ms 
natal IS aaaimaca it ns a very valuable nddtuon tn our literature. »** Oar 
Ih* matoto meat ba. heartily to taaaasaaaad it tn oat re ader * "— dthwaw 

HISTORY or SWITZERLAND. 

"toto tha aneadiag Wat nrtcal number* of thta valnaUe fstotoatiaa. II 
SN—<bwttfiinteraa*ingdeiaih.>h»«u*nre of the baba*, charactm. and pa lit- 
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Many years since, tiie Author published a series of New 
Kngland sketches, under the title of ‘The Mayflower.** 
That work had comparatively a limited circulation, and is 
now entirely out of print. Jt> articles are republished in 
the present volume, with other miscellaneous writings, 
which have from time to time appeared in different periodi- 
cals. They have been written in all moods, from the 
gayest to the gravest — they arc connected, in -many cases, 
w ith me memory of friends and scenes most dear. 

There are those* now scattered through the world who 
will remember the social literary jiartics of Cincinnati, 

* Mr. G. R Kmkhson, in his late report to the legislature of Mas- 
sachusetts on the trees and Bhrubs of that slate, thua describes Tun 
May Flowkk: — 

“ Often from beneath the edge of a *mow*bank arc seen rising 
the fragrant, pearly-white or rose-coloured flowers of this earliest 
hrrbinger of spring. 

It abounds in the edges of the woods about Plymouth, as else- 
where, and must have been the first flower to salute the storm- 
beaten crew of the Mayflower on the conclusion of their first terrible 
winter. Their descendants have thence piously derived the name, 
although its bloom is often passed tv fore the coming in of May/' 



for whose genial meetings many of these articles were 
prepared With most affectionate remembrances, t e 
author dedicates the book to the yet surviving members 

of 


<Tjjr Irmirnlnn. 


AkDOVEB, April 1«5S, 


No flower could he more appropriately •‘elected as an emblem 
token by the descendants of the Puritans. Though so fragrant and 
graceful, it is invariably the product of the hardest and most ro d ^ 
soils, and seems to draw its ethereal heauty of colour and wealth < f 
perfume rather from the nir than from the alight hold which its 
rootlets take of the earth. It may often be found in fullest l>eaul 
matting a granite ledge, with scarcely any perceptible soil for i 
support. 

What better emblem of that faith, and hope, and piety, by whir a 
cwr fathers were supported in dreary and banco enterprises, a 
which drew .their life and fragrance from heaven more than earth': 
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T A L E S A N J) S K I'] T C H K S. 


LITTLE EKED, Till; CANAL HOY. 

i'AitT I. 

In tin* u 'lt^kii't s of tiff liul«* town of Toledo, in Ohio, might lie 
sc.-n n m:s. ill, on«*-si.>r\ cottage, whose external architecture no way 
distinjjuishcil it tVoni do/., -ns id’ other residences of the poor by 
which it was "urronmlcd. Hut over this dwelling, a presiding air 
of sanctity and neatness, of quiet and repose, marked it out as dif- 
fer* nt from every other. 

fin* little pa tell before the d«>o.\ instead of being a loafing ground 
for swine, and a receptacle of litter and filth, was trimly set with 
Jlowers, weeded, watered, and fenced with dainty care. The scar- 
let higuouia clambered over the mouldering logs of the sides, 
shrouding their roughness in its gorgeous mantle of green and 
crimson, and tin- good old-fashioned morning glory, laced across the 
window, unfolded every day tints whose beauty, though cheap and 
common, the finest French milliner might in vain seek to rival. 

When, in travelling the western country, you meet such a dwell- 
ing, do you not instinctively know what you shall see inside of it ? 
Do you not seem to see the trimly-sanded floor, tlie well-kept far-* 
niture, the snowy muslin curtain? Are you not sure that otj a 
neat stand you shall see, as on an altar, the dear old family Bib!*, 
brought, like the ancient ark of the covenant, into the for wilder- 
ness, mid ever overshadowed, as a bright cloud, with remembered 
prayers and counsels of father ami mother, in a far off New Eng- 
land home? 

And in tins cottage there was such a ] hide, brought .from the 
wild hills of New Hampshire, and its middle page recorded the 
marriage of James Sandford to Mary Irving; and alas! dller it 
another record, traced in a trembling hand — the death of James 
Sandford, at Toledo. And this fair, thiu woman, in the black 
dress, with soft brown hair parted over a pals forehead, with calm, 
patient, blue eyes, and fading cheek, is the onee energetic, buoyant, 
light-hearted New Hampshire girl, who has brought with her the 
strongest religious faith, the active practical knowledge, the skilful, 
well-trained baud and clear head, with which cold New England 
portions her daughters. She had left all, and come to the western 
wilds with no other capital than her husband's mayly heart and 
active brain— be young, strong, full of hope, prompt, energetic, tbflL 
•lulled to acquire— she careful, prudent, sternly, no loss skilled to 



2 LITTLE FHED, 

nave ; ami between the txxo no better firm for acquisition ami pro- 
spective success could be desired. Fvvryhpdy prophesied that 
Jam*'* Sandford w'ould succeed, and Mary heard these plain's with 
a quiet exultation. Jhit alas ! that w hole capital of heis— that one 
Strong, young heart that roa U . helpful hand - two weeks of the 
country** fever sufficed to lay trmm cold and low fo ever. 

And Mary yet lived, witu her Iki he in her amis, and one bright 
little? boy by her sub* ; and tins b-.y N our little hrown-cyrd Final — 
the hero of our slo.y. lint few >rars haul rolled oxer his only 
head, when he fust ioolvd, weeping and wondering, on tin* lace of 
death. Ah, one h»"k on that aw lul face adds a ears at once to the 
gge of the heart ; and link Fred felt manly thoughts aroused in 
him by the cold sidlnc-s ot ).i> lather, and (tie d<*. p. calm anguish 
of hi* mother. 

44 O, mamma, don’t e*y v>, don't,” *.ud the little fellow. “ I am 
tdive, ami 1 can take care of you. Ikar mamma. I pray fin* you 
every «lay\” And Marx xx a> eomfntei exm in her tears; and 
thought, as she looked into tlm.se char Fixing Imnx u i yo, that her 
little intercessor would not plead in xain ; for saith Jesus “ I'heir 
augeU do always le hold tin* face of nix Father which is in heaven.” 

in a few days she learned to look her sorrows calmly in the face, 
like a brave, true xvninau, as she xvas. She w\i$ a widow, and out 
of tbe sudden wreck of her husband's plans but a pittance remained 
to her, ami she cast ubont with busy hand ami head for some 
means to eke it out. She took in sewing — she took in washing and 
ironing; and happy did the yoeng exquisite deem himself, whoso 
shirts came with >neh faultless plaits, such snowy freshness, irom 
the slender hands of Mary. With that matchless gift which old 
Yankee housewives call faculty, Mary kept together all the ends of 
her ravelled skein of life, ami lwgan to make them wind smoothly. 
Her baby was the neatest of all babies, as it was assuredly the 
prettiest, and her little Fred tbe handiest and most universal 
genius of all boys. It was Fred that could wring out all the 
tttockiugs* aud hang out all the small clothes, that tended the baby 
by night anti by day, that made her a waggon out of an old soap- 
box, in which he drew her iu triumph : and at their meals lie stood 
reverently iti his father's place, and with folded hands repeated, 
44 Blest the lx>rd, 0 my soul, and fin get not all bis mercies;” and 
bis mother's heart rvs{»ouded amen to the simple prayer. Then he 
learned, with m&uifold puffing and mu. h haggling, to saw wood 
quite decently, and to swing an axe almost as big as himself in 
wood splitting; and he rau of errand*, and did business with an 
ftir of hustling importance that was edifying to see; he knew the 
prices of lard* hatter, ami dried apples, as well as any man al>out, 
and, at the storekeeper approvingly told him, w as a smart chap at 
» bargain. F red grew three inches higher the moment he heard it. 

In the evening* after the ha by was asleep. Fred sat by his 
Mother with •slate and Imok, deep in the mysteries of reading, 
writing, and ciphering ; aud then the mother and son talked over 
their tittle plans and hallowed their nightly rest by prayer ; and 
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when, before retiring, liis mother knelt m ith hint by his little bed 
ami prayed, the child often sobbed with a strange emotion, for 
which he could give 1.0 reason. Something there is in the voice of 
real prayer that thrills a child's heart, even l>eforc he understands 
it; the holy tones are a kind of heavenly music, and far off in 
distant years, the callous and worldly man often thrills to his 
heart’s core, when some turn of life recalls to him his mother*! 
prayer. 

So passed the first years of the life of Fred. Meanwhile his 
little sister hail come to toddle about the cottage floor, full of 
insatiable and immeasurable schemes of mischief. It M as she that 
upset the clothes-basket, and pulled over the molasses-pitcher ou to 
her om u avtoni.»lied head, and w ith incredible labour upset every 
pail of Mater that by momentary thoughtlessness was put within 
reach. It Mas she, that mu- found stuffing poor solemn old pussy head 
first into the Mater jar, that Miptd up the floor with her mother*! 
freshly -ironed clothes, and jabben d meanwhile, in most unexampled 
Babylonish dialect, her om n v indications and explanations of these 
misdemeanours. F,\ cry day her mother declared that she must 
begin to get that child into some kind of order; hut still the merry 
little cuily pate contemned law and order, and laughed at all idea 
of retributive justice, and Fred and his mother laughed and de- 
plored, in the same invariable succession, the various direful results 
of her activity and enterprise. 

But still, as Mary toiled on. heavy cares Mcighed down her heart. 
Iler hoy grew larger and larger, ami her own health grew feebler in 
proportion as it needed to he stronger. Sum-times a whole week at 
a time found her scarce able to crawl from her bed, shaking with 
ague, or burning with fever ; and wlun there is little or nothing with 
which to [replace them, how fast food seems to he consumed, and 
clothing to he worn out ! And so at length it came to pass, that, 
notwithstanding the labours of the most tireless of needles, and the 
cutting, clipping, and contriving of the most ingenious of hands, the 
poor mother was forced to own to herself that her darlings looked 
really shabby, and kind neighbours one by one hinted and said that 
she must do something with her boy that he was old enough to 
earn his own living ; and the same idea occurred to the Spirited 
little fellow himself. 

He had often been along by the side of the canal, and admired the 
horses ; for between a horse and Fred there was a perfect magnetic 
sympathy, and no lot in life looked to him so bright and desirable as 
to be able to sit on a horse and drive all day long; and when 
Captain W„ pleased with the boy's bright face and prompt motions, 
sought to enlist him as one of his drivers, he found a delighted listener, 
“ If be could only persuade mother, there was nothing Tike if.” For 
many nights after the matter was proposed, Mary only cried; and 
alt Fred’s eloquence, and his brave promises of never doing anything 
wrong, and, being the best of all suppose Lie boys, w8rc insufficient 
to console her. 

Every time she looked at the neat, pure little bed, beside her own, 

B t 
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that 1wd hallowed by so many prayer*:, and saw her boy, with his 
glowing checks amf long dark la in . sleeping m> innocently and 
trustfully, her heart died within her, ns sh«* thought of a dirty berth 
on the canal boat, and rough boatmen, swiurii g, clow ing tohaceo, 
and drinking; and should she take her darling from her ho-om and 
throw him out among these? Ah, happy mother! look at your 
little son of ton years, and ask youi'M-lf, if you were obliged to do 
this, should you not tremble ! (Jive (iod thanks, therefore, you can 
hold your child to your heart till he is old enough to breast the dark 
wave of life. The poor must throw them in to sink or swim, as 
happen*. Not for ease not for freedom from care not for com- 
modious house and line furniture, and all that competence gives, 
should you thank (Jod so much as for this, that you are able 
to shelter, guide, restrain, and educate the helpless years of your 
children. 

Mary yielded at last to that master who can subdue all wills — 
necessity. Sorrowfully, yet with hope in God, she made up the little 
package for her hoy, and communicated to him with renewed 
minuteness her parting counsels ami instruction*. Fred was bright and 
full of hope. He w as bure of the great point about which his mother's 
anxiety clustered he should he a good hoy, In* knew he should ; he 
never should swear: he nev or should touch a drop of spirits, no 
matter who asked him— that In* was sure of. Then he liked horses 
so much ; he should ride all day and never get tired, and he would 
come back ami bring her some money; and so the boy and his 
mother parted. 

Physical want or hardship is not the great thing which a mother 
need dread for her child in our country . There is scarce any situa- 
tion in America where a child would not receive, as a mattered' 
course, good food and shelter; nor is he often overworked. In 
these respects a general spirit of good nature is perceptible among 
employer*, so that our Fred meets none of the harrow ing adventures 
of nu Oliver Twist in his m w situation. 

To he sure he soon found it was i.*>t as good fun to ride a horse 
hour after hour, and day after day, a* it was t<> pram-e and caper 
tthout for the first few minutes. At first his hack ached, and his 
little hands grew* stiff, and he wished his turn were out, hours before 
the time; but time mended all this. He grew healthy and strong, 
Aftd though occasionally kicked nml tumbled about rather uncere- 
moniously by the rougli men among whom lie had heeu cast, vet, 
as they said, 14 he was u chap that always came down on his feet, 
throw him wrhtch w'ay you would;" and for this reason he was 
rather a favourite among them. The fat, black cook, who piqued 
lumaclf particularly on making corn cake and singing Methodist 
hymns in a style of unsurpassed excellence, took Fred into particular 
favour, and being equally at home in kitchen and camp-meeting 
lore, not only put by for him various dainty scraps and fragments, 
hot alto undertook to further his moral education by occasional 
luminous exhort a turns and expositions of Scripture, which somewhat 
puttied poor Fred, and greatly amused the deck hands* 
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Often, after driving all day, Fred sat on deck beside bis fat friend, 
while the boat glided on through miles and miles of solemn, un- 
broken old woods, ami heard him sing about “tie New Jerusalem,'* 
about “good old Moses, and Paul, ami Silas,” with a kind of 
dreamy, wild pleasure. To be sure it was not like his mother's 
singing; but then it lead a s Tf of good sound, although he never 
could very precisely make out the meaning. 

As to being a good boy, Fred, to do him justice, certainly tried 
to very considerable purpose. He did not swear as yet, although 
he beard so much of it daily that it ‘•eemed the most natural thing 
in the world; and although one and another of the hands often 
offered him tempting portions of ile-ir potations as they said, “ to 
make a man of him,’' yet Pred faithfully kept his little temperance 
pledge to his mother. Many a w earn hour, as lie rode, and rode, 
and rode through hundreds of mibs of unvarying forest, he 
strengthened his good n>>lutious by thoughts of home and its 
scenes. 

There rat his mother; there stood his own little bed ; there bis 
baby sister, toddling about in her night-gown ; and he repeated the 
praters and sung the hvmi *. his mother taught him, and thus the 
good seed still grew within him. in fact, with no very distinguished 
adventures, Fred achieved the jotirticy to < hueinnati and back, and 
proud of his laurels, and with his wages in bis pocket, found him- 
self again at the familiar door. 

Poor Pred ! a sad sitrprbe awaited him. The elfin shadow that 
was once ever flitting about the dwelling was gone; the little pat- 
tering footsteps, the tireless, lmsj fingers, all gone! aud his mother, 
paler, sicker, sa hler than h.-fore, clapped lorn to her liosom, and 
c jllcd hint her onl\ comfort. Fn-d had brought a pocket full of 
sugar-plums, ami the brightest of j«llow oranges to his little pet; 
ala*! how mournfully he regarded them now! 

How little do we ivalze when we hear that such and such a poor 
woman has lost In r ha hv how much is implied to her in the loss! 
She is poor ; site must work hard ; the child was a great addition f<» 
her cares ; and even pitying neighbours say, “ It was Itetter for her, 
poor thing ! and for the child too.” Put perhaps this very child 
was the only flower of a life ePe wholly barren ana desolate. There 
is often, even in the humblest and most uncultured nature, an un- 
defined longing aud pining for the beautiful. It expresses itself 
sometimes in the love of birds and of flowers, and one sees the rose- 
bush or the canary bird in a dwelling from which is banished every 
trace of luxury. Put the little child, w ith its sweet, spiritual eyes, 
its thousand bird like tones, its prattling, endearing ways, its guile* 
less, loving heart, is a full anil perfect answer to the most ardent 
craving of the soul. It is a whole little Eden of itself ; and the 
poor woman whose whole life else is one dreary waste of toil, 
clasps her babe to her bo'om, aud feels promt, and rich and happy. 
Truly said tin* Son of (iod, ** Of such are the kingdom of heaven/' 

Poor Mary ! how glad she was to see her boy agaJi?*~most of all, 
that they could talk together of their lost one ! How they discoursed 
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for hours about her! IIovv they cried toother over the little faded 
bonnet, that once could scarce he kept fora moment on the busy, 
curly hea l ! How they treasured, as relics, the small finger m rks^ 
on the doors, nod consecrated with sacred care even the trace*- of 
her merry mischief about the cottage, and never tired of telling 
over to each other, with smiles and tears, the record of the past 
glecsouu* pranks ! 

Hut the fact was, that Mary herself w as fast wearing away. She 
had borne up bravely against life ; but she had but a gentle nature, 
and gradually sh«* sank from day to day. Fred was her patient, 
unwearied hutm*, and neighbours- never wanting in such kindnesses 
&$ they can understand supplied her few wants. The child never 
wanted for food, and tie* mautlesbelf was filled with infallible spe- 
cifics, each one of which was aide, according to the showing, to 
insure perfect reeo\ery in even case whatc\cr; and yet, strange to 
tell, she still drdined. At last, mu* Mill autumn morning, Fred 
awoke, and started at the icy coldness of the hand clasped in his 
own. lie looked in his mother’s face: ii was sweet and calm as 
that of a sleeping infant, lmt he Knew in his heart that she w as dead. 


PART TI. 

Months afterwards, a cold December day found Fred turned loose 
in the streets of (hne'umati. Since his mother’s death he had driven 
on the eaual lx>at ; hut now the boat was to lie by for winter, and 
the hands of course turned loose to find employment till spring. 
Fix'd was told that he must look up a place; everybody 'was busy 
al*out their own affairs, and he muM shift for himself; and so with 
half his wages in his pocket, and promises for the rest, he started to 
seek his fortune.* 

It was n cold, cheerless gray -eyed day. with nn air that pinched 
fingers and toe*, ami seemed to penetrate one’s clothes like snow 
water — smell a day as it needs the brightest fire and the happiest 
heart to get along at all with; and. unluckily, Fred had neither. 
Christmas was approaching, and all the shops had pul on their 
holiday dresses ; the confectioners’ windows wore glittering with 
sparkling pyramid* of candy, with frosted cake, and unfading fruits 
ami flowers of the very best of sugar. There, too. was Santa Claus, 
larjje as life, with queer, wrinkled visage, and hack bowed with the 
weight of all desirable knickknacks, going down chimney, in sight 
of all the children of Cincinnati, who gathered round the’shop with 
constantly ^renewed acclamations. On all sides might lie seen the 
little people, thronging, gazing, chattering, while anxious papas and 
mammas in the shop* were gravely discussing tin trumpet*, dolls, 
spades, wheelbarrows, and toy-waggons. 

Fred never had heard of the man who said. 41 How sad a thing it 
1$ to look into happiness through another man’s eyes but lie felt 
something ver^ like it as he moved through the gay and bustling 
streets, where everybody seemed to be finding what they wanted 
hut himself. 
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He had determined to keep up a t heart ; hut in spite of him- 
self, all this hustling show and merriment made him feel sadder and 
sadder, and lonelier ami lonelier, lie knneked and rang at door 
after door, hut nobody wanted a hoy : nobody <*\er does want n hoy 
when a ho) is wanting a plaeo. lie got tired of ringing door-lwlU, 
and tried some of the shops. No, the) didn't want him. Oncraidif 
he was bigger he might do; another wanted to know* if he could keep 
accounts; one thought that the man round the corner wanted a 
ho) , and when Fred got there he had just engaged one. Weary, 
disappointed, and discouraged, he sat down h) the iron-railing that 
fenecd a showy how**, and thought wluit he should do. It was 
almost fi\e in the afternoon; rohl, dismal, leaden-gray was the sky 
— the darkness already eomin * on. Fred sat listlessly watching the 
great snow feathers, as tin) slowly sailed down from the sky. Now 
he In-ard ga\ laughs, as gioups of men y ehddren passed ; and then 
he start"d as he saw some woman in a IdaeK bonnet, and thought she 
looked like his mother. Hut all passed, and nobody looked at him, 
nohod) wanted him, nohod) noticed him. 

dust then a patter of little feet was heard behind him on the 
flagstones, and a soft, baby \ oiec said, “ How do 'oo do?" Fred 
turned in amazement ; and there stood a plump, rosy little creature 
<d' about two )car>, with dimpled check, rub) lips, ami long, fair 
hair curling alxmt her sue«t face. She was dressed in n blue 
peliss", trimmed with swan's down, and her complexion was so 
exquisitely fair, her eyes >•<» clear and sweet, that Fred felt almost, 
as if it were an ungel. The little thing toddled up to him, ami 
holding up b' foiv him a new wax doll, all splendid in silk and lace, 
seemed quite dispovd to m.ike his acquaintance. Fred thought of 
his lost sister, and his e\i> filled up with tears. The little one put 
up one dimpled hand to wipe them aw a), while w ith, the other holding 
up In* 'ore him the wax doll, she said, musingly, "No, no kv 1” 

Just then tin* lions, -door opened, and a lady, tieldy dressed, darted 
out, exclaiming, " Why, Mary, \<>u little rogue, how came you out 
here ?'* Then stopping sho;t, ami hiking narrowly on Fred, she 
said, some w hat sharply, “Whose boy are )ou? and how came )ou 
lie re?" 

“ I'm nobody's boy," said Fred, getting up, with a bitter choking 
in liis throat: '*my mother'* dead; 1 only sat down here to re»t 
me for awhile.” 

" Wei', run away from here,” said the lady ; but the little girl 
pressed before her mother, and jabbering \ erv earnestly in un- 
imaginable Knglidi, se ined determined to give Fred her wax 
doll, iu which she evidently thought resided every possible con- 
solation. 

Tlii.- lady fit in her pocket ami found a quarter, which she 
threw towards Fred. “ 'i here my boy, that will get you lodging 
and supper, and to-morrow you can find some place to work, I 
dare say and she hurried in w ith the little girl, and shut 
the door. • 

it was uot money that Fred wanted just then, and be picked tip 
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the quarter with a heavy heart. The sky looked darker, and the 
street drearier, and the cold wiud froze the tear on his cheeky as he 
walked listlessly down the street in the dismal twilight. 

** I can go lmek to the cauaMioat, and find the cook,” lie thought 
to himself; “he told lie* 1 might sleep with him to-night if I 
could* nt find a place;’* and he quickvM*d his steps with this deter- 
mi nation. Just as lie was passing a brightly-Iighlfl o<>fL*c-hou«e, 
fiiiniliar voices hailed him, and Fred stopped; he Mould !>** glad 
even to see u dog he had ever met he fore, and of course lie was 
glad when two hoys, old ranal-hoat acquaintances, hailed him, 'and 
invited him into the coffee-home. The blazing fire was a brave 
light on that d blind night, and tin* f.e*es of ihe two hoys were full 
of glee, and t he v began rally i?*ir Fred on his doleful appearance, 
and insisting on it that he should take something Mann with them. 

Fred hesitated a moment; hut he Mas tired and desperate, and 
the steaming, w cll-sw»*ctencd beverage Mas too tempting. *' Who 
cares forme?** thought he, “and why should I rare?’* and down 
went the first spirituous liquor the hoy had e\er tasted ; and, in a 
few moments, he felt a wonderful ehauge. He Mas no longer a 
timid, cold, disheartened, heart-sick bo\ , but felt somehow so brave, 
so full of hope and courage, that he began to swagger, to laugh 
very loud, and to boast in sneh high terms of the money in his 
pocket, and of his future intentions and prospects, that the two 
boys winked significantly at each other. They proposed, after 
sitting awhile, to walk out and see the shop windows. All three 
of the hoys had taken enough to put them to extra merriment ; lmt 
Fred, who was entirely unused to the stimulant, was quite beside 
himself. If they sung, he shouted ; if they laughed, he screamed ; 
and he thought within him? If he never had heard and thought so 
many witty things as on that very evening. At last they fell in 
with quite a pres* of hoys, who were crowding round a confec- 
tionary window, and, as usual in such cases, there began an elbowimr 
and scuffling contest for places, in which Fred was quite con- 
spicuous. At last a big lw>v presumed on his superior size to edge 
in front of our hero, and cut off his prospect ; and Fred, without 
more ado, sent him sma«hiug through the shop window. There 
wan a general scrabble, every om* ran for himself, and Fred, never 
having been used to the business was not very skilful in escaping, 
and of course was caught, ami committed to an officer, who, with 
itnall ceremony, carried him off and locked him up in the watch- 
house, from which he was the next morning taken before the mayor, 
and after examination, sent to jail. 

This sobered Fred, lie came to himself as out of a dream, and 
he was overwhelmed with an agony of shame and self-reproach 
He had broken his promise to liis dead mother— he had been 
drinking! and his heart failed him when he thought of the horrors 
that his mother had always associated with that word. And then 
be was in jail — that place that his mother had always represented 
as an almost impossible horror, the climax of shame and disgrace. 
The next night the poor boy stretched himself on his hard, lonely 
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boil, and laid under his hind his little bundle, containing hit few 
clot lies and his mother's Hible, and then sobbed himself to sleep. 

fold and gray dawned the following morning on little Fred, 
as In* slowly and homily awoke, ami with a bitter chill of despair 
recalled the events of the last two nights, and looked up at the iron- 
grated window, and round on the cheerless walls; and, ns if in 
bitter contrast, arose before him an image of his lost home — the 
neat, quiet room, the white curtains and snowy floor, his mother'* 
bed. with his own little cot beside it, and his mother’s mild blue 
eyes, as they looked upon him only six months ago. Mechanically 
he untied the cheek handkerchief which contained his few clothes, 
and worldly possesions, and relies of home. 

•There was the small, clear-printed Ifilde his mother had given 
him with so many tears on their first parting; there was a lock of 
her soft brown hair; there, toe, were a pair of little worn shoes and 
stockings, a baby’s rattle, and a curl of golden hair, which he had 
laul tip in memory of his lost little pet. Fred laid his head 
down over all these, his forlorn treasures nnd sobbed as if his heart 
would break. 

After a w hile the jailer came in, and really seemed affected by the 
distress of the child, and said what he could to console him ; and in 
the course of the day, the hoy “seemed to he so lonesome like,” 
he introduced another boy into the room as company for him. Thi* 
was a cruel mercy : for while the child was alone with himself and 
the memories of the past, he ww, if sad, at least safe, and in a few 
hours after this um- intro.! notion he was neither. Ilis new com- 
panion was a tall hoy of fourteen, with small, cunning, gray eyes, 
to which a slight cast gate an additional expression of shrewdness 
ami drollery, lie was a >< ung gentleman of great natural talent, — 
in a certain line, — with very precocious attainments in all that kind 
of information which a boy gains by running at large for several 
years in a city’s streets without anything particular to do, or any- 
body in particular to obey any conscience, any principle, any fear 
either of (rod or man. YVe should not say that he had never seen 
the inside of a church, for he had been, for various purposes, into 
every one of the city, and to every camp-meeting for miles around ; 
and so much had he profited by these exercises, that he could mimic 
to perfection every minister who had any perceptible peculiarity, 
could caricature every species of psalm signing, and give ludicrous 
imitatious of every form of worship. Then he was «« /*»( in all 
coffee-house lore, and knew the names and qualities of every kind 
of beverage therein compounded ; and as to smoking and chewing, 
the first elements of which he mastered when he wa* about six year* 
old, he was now a connwsotr in the higher branches. He had 
J>een in jail dozens of times — rather liked the fun : had served one 
term on the chain-gang not so bad either— -shouldn’t mind another 
— learned a good many prime things there. 

At first Fred seemed inclined to shrink from his mar associate. 
An instinctive feeling, like the warning of an invisible angel, seemed 
to whisper, “ Ileware l ’* Hut be was alone, witli a heart full of 
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bitter thonghts, and the Right of a fellow-face was some comfort. 
Then his companion was so dashing, so funny, so free and easy, and 
seemed to make such a comfortable matter of being in jail, that 
Fred’s heart, naturally buoyant, began to conn* up again in his breast. 
Dick Jones soon drew out of him his simple history as to how he 
came there, and finding that lie was a raw hand, seemed to feel bound to 
patronize and take him under his wing. He laughed quite heartily 
at Fred’s story, and soon succeeded in getting him to laugh at it 
too. 

ilow strange! the very scenes that in the morning he looked at 
only with bitter anguish and remorse, this noon he M as laughing at 
as good jokes; so much for the influence of good society! An in- 
stinctive feeling, soon after Dick Jones came in, led Fred to push bus 
little bundle into the farthest corner, nnd<*r the bed, far out of sight 
or inquiry ; and the same reason led him to suppress all mention of 
his mother, and all the sacred part of his former life. He did this 
more studionslv, because, having once accidentally remarked how 
his mother used to forbid him certain things, the well-educated Diek 
broke out,— 

* 4 Well, for my part, I could whip my mother when I mV n't 
higher than th*t . with a significant gesture. 

“Whip your mother!” exclaimed Fred, with a face full of 
horror. 

‘‘To be sure, greenm ! Why not?” Precious fun it Mas in 
those times. 1 used to slip in and steal the old woman’s whiskey 
and sugar when she w:i> just too far over to walk a crack — she’d 
throw the tongs at me, and I’d throw the shovel at her, ami so it 
went square ami square.” 

Goethe says somewhere, “ Miserable is that man whose mother 
has not niade'all other mothers venerable/’ Our new acquaintance 
bade fair to come under this category. 

Fred’s education, umbw this talented instructor, made progress. 
He sal hours and hours laughing at hi.*> stories sometimes obscene, 
sometimes profane, but always so full of life, drollery, and mimicry 
that a more steady head than Fred’s was needed to withstand the 
contagion. Diek bail lieen to the theatre— knew it all like a book, 
and would take Fred there as soon as they got out ; then he had a 
first-rate pack of cards, and he could teach Fred to play ; and the 
pay tempters were soon spread out on their lied, and Fred and his 
lost ructor sat hour after hour absorUnl in what to him was a new world 
of interest. He soon learned, could play for small stakes, and felt 
in himself the first glimmering of that fire which, when fully kindled, 
many waters cannot quench, tier (taxis drown ! 

Dick was, as we said, precocious. He had the cool eye and 
Steady hand of an experienced gamester, and in a few days he won, 
of course, all Fred's little earnings. Put then he was quite liberal 
mod free with his money. He added to their prison fare such various 
improvements as his abundance of money enabled him to buy. He 
baa brought with him the foundation of good cheer in a capacious 
bottle which emerged the first night from his pocket, for he said be 
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never went to jail without his provision ; then hot water, and sugar, 
and lemons, and peppermint drops Mere all forthcoming for money, 
and Fred learned once and again, and again, the fatal secret of 
hushing conscience, and memory, and hitter despair in delirious 
happiness, and as Dick said, was “getting to be a right jolly "un 
that would make something yet.” 

And was it all gone — all washed away by this sudden wave of 
evil?— every trace of prayer, and hope, and sacred memory in this 
poor child’s heart? No, not all; for many a night, when his 
tempter slept by his side, the child lived over the past; again he 
kneeled in prayer, and felt his mother’s guardian hand on his head, 
and he wept tears of bitter remorse, and wondered at the dread 
cjiange that had come over him. Then he dreamed, and lie saw his 
mother and sister walking in white, fair a* angels, and would go to 
them ; but between him and them was a great gulf fixed, which 
widened and w idened, and grew darker and darker, till he could see 
them no more, and he woke in utter misery ami despair. 

Again and again he resolved, in the darkness of the night, that 
to-morrow he would not drink, and he would not speak a wicked 
word, and he would not play cards, nor laugh at Dick’s had stories. 
Ah, how many such midnight resolves have evil angels sneered at 
and good ones sighed over! for with daj light hack comes the old 
temptation, atid with it the old mind; and with daylight came hack 
the inexorable prison walls which held Fred and his successful 
tempter together. 

At last he gave himself up. No, he could not he good with Dick 
— there was no use in tr\ing! and lie mad'* no more midnight 
re-olxc.*., and drank more livid) of the dreadful remedy for unquiet 
thoughts. 

And now is Fred growing in truth a wicked boy. In a little 
while more and be shall he such a one as you will on no account 
take under your roof, lest he corrupt j our own children ; and yet, 
father, mother, look at your son of twelve years, your bright, darling 
boy, and think of him shut up fora month with such a companion, in 
such a cell, and a*k yourselves if he would be any better. 

And was there no eye, heavenly or earthly, to look after thi* loci 
one? Was there no eve which could see through all the traces of 
sin, the yet lingeriug drops of that haptisrn and early prayer and 
watchfulness which consecrated it? Yes; lie whose mercy extends 
to the third and fourth generations of those who love him, sent a 
friend to our poor boy in his last distress. 

It is one of the most refined and characteristic modifications of 
Christianity, that those who are themselves sheltered, guarded, 
fenced by good education, knowledge, and competence, appoint and 
sustain a pastor and guardian in our large cities to be the shepherd 
• of the wandering and lost, and of them who, in the Scripture phrase, 
“ have none to help.” Justly is he called the “City Missionary ,’ 1 
for what is more truly missionary ground ? In the hospital, among 
the old, the sick, the friendless, the forlorn— in the prison, among 
the hardened, the blaspheming — among the discouraged and despair* 
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ing, still holding with unsteady hand on to some forlorn fragment of 
virtue and self-respect, goes this missionary to stir the dying embers 
of good; to warn, entreat, implore; to adjure by sacred recollections 
of father, mother, and home, the fallen wanderers to return. He 
finds friends, and places, and employment for some, and by timely 
aid and encouragement saves many a one from destruction. 

In this friendly shape appeared a man of prayer to visit the cell 
lit which Fred was confined. Dtck listened to his instructions with 
cool complacency, rolling his tobacco from side to side in his mouih. 
and meditating ott him as a subject for some future histrionic exercise 
of his talent. 

Hut his voice was ns welcome to poor Fred ns daylight in a dun- 
geon. All the smothered remorse and despair of his heart burst 
forth in bitter confessions, to, with many tears, he {toured forth his 
story to the friendly man. It ueeds not to prolong our story, for 
now the day has dawned and the hour of release i> come. 

It is uot needful to carrj our readers through all the steps by 
which Fred was transferred, first to the fireside of the friendly 
missionary, and afterwards to the guardian care of a good old couple 
who resided on a thriving farm not far from ( 'ineinnati. Set free 
from evil influences, the fir>t carefully planted and watered seeds of 
good began to grow again, atul he became as a son to the kind 
family who had adopted him. 


WHICH IS THE LIBERAL MAX. 

It was a beaming and beautiful summer morning, and the little town 
of V. was alitfe with all the hurry and motion of a college com- 
mencement. Hows of carriages lined the rural streets, and groups of 
well-dressed auditors were thronging to the hall of exhibition. All 
was gaiety and animation. 

And among them all what heart beat higher with hope and gratified 
ambition ‘than that of James Stanton ? Young, buoyant, prepos- 
sessing in person and manners, he was this day, in the presence of 
all the world, to carry off the highest palm of scholarship in his 
institution, and to receive, on the threshold of the great world, the 
utmost that youthful ambition can ask before it enters the arena of 
actual life- Did not his pulse flutter, ami his heart beat thick, when 
he heard himself announced in the crowded house as the valedictorian 
of the day? when he saw aged men, ami fair youthful faces, ruddy 
childhood, and sober calculating manhood, alike bending in hushed 
and eager curiosity to listen to hi* words? Nay, did not his heart 
rise in nis throat as he caught the gleam of his fathers eve, while, 
bending forward on his staff, with white, reverend locks falling 
about hi* face, he listened to the voice of his pride — his first-born ? 
And did be ^ot see the glistening tears in his mother’s eye, as with 
rapt car she hung upon his every word ? Ah, the young man’s first 
triumph 1 When, util of confidence and hope, he enters the field of 



LTIIETUL MAN. 


13 

lift*, all his ■white glistening as yet unsoiled by the dust of the 
combat, the unproved world turning towards him with flatteries and 
promises in both hands, what other triumph does life gi\e so fresh, 
so full, so replete with hope and joy ? So felt James Stanton thin 
day, when he heard his lather congratulated on having a sun of 
such promise ; when old men, revered for talents and worth, shook 
hands with him, and hade him warmly God speed in the course of 
life ; when bright eyes cast glances of favour, and from among the 
fairest were overheard whispers of admiration. 

“ Your son is designed for the bar, I trust,” said the venerable 
Judge L. to the father of James, at the commencement dinner. “ 1 
have seldom seen a turn of mind better fitted for success in the legal 
profession. And then his \oiee ! his manner 1 let him go to the 
bar, sir, and I prophesy that he will yet outdo us all!” 

And this was said in James's hearing, and by one whose com- 
mendation was not often so warmly called forth. It was not in any 
joung heart not to heat quicker at such prospects. Honour, station, 
wealth, political ambition, all seemed to offer themselves to his 
grasp; hut long ere this, in the solitude of retirement, in the stillness 
of prayer and self-examination, the >ouug graduate had vowed him- 
self to a different destiny ; and if we may listen to a conversation a 
few evenings after commencement with a classmate, we shall learn 
more of the secret workings of his mind. 

“ And so, Stanton,” said George Lennox to him, as they sat by 
their evening fireside, “ jou have not yet decided whether to accept 
Judge L.’s offer or not.” 

“ 1 have decided that matter long ago,” said James. 

“So then, jou choose the ministry.” 

“ Yes.” 

“Well, for in\ part,” replied George Lennox, “ I choose the law. 
There must he Christians, you know , in every vocation ; the law 
seems to suit my turn of mind. I trust it will l»c my effort to live 
as becomes a Christian, whatever be my calling.” 

“ I trust so,” replied James. 

“ Hut really, Stanton,” added tin* other, after some thought, “it 
seems a pity to cast away such prospects as open before you. You 
know your tuition is offered gratis; and then the patronage of 
Judge L., and such influences as lie can command to secure your 
success— pray, do not these things seem to you like a providential 
indication that the law is to be your profession? Besides, here, in 
these New England States, the ministry is overflowed already — 
ministers enough, and too many, if one may judge by the number 
of applicants for every unoccupied place.” 

“Nay,” replied James, “ my place is not here. I know, if all 
accounts are true, that my profession is not overflowed in our 
Western States, aud there I mean to go.” 

“ And is it possible that you cau contemplate such an entire 
sacrifice of your talents, your manners, your literary and scientific 
tastes, your capabilities for refined society, as to bury*your*elf in 
% log cabin in one of our new States? Yon will never be appre* 
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dated there ; your privations and sacrifices will be entirely dis- 
regarded, and you placed on a level with the coarsest and most 
uneducated sectaries. I really do not think jou are called to this.’’ 

** Who, then, is called ? ” replied James. 

4 * Why, men with much less of all these good things— men with 
real coarse, substantial, backwoods furniture in their mimls, who 
will not apprcei ate, and of course not feel, the want of all the re- 
finements and comforts which you must sacrifices.” 

** And are there enough such men ready to meet the emergencies 
In our western world, so that no others need he called upon if” 
replied James, ** Men of the class you speak of may do better than 
1 ; but, if lifter all their efforts I still am needed, and can work 
well, ought I not to go? Must those only he drafted for religious 
enterprises to whom they involve no sacrifice?” 

“Well, for my part,” replied the other. “ 1 trust I am willing 
to do anything that is my duty ; yet I never could feel it to he my 
duty to bury myself in a new Stale, among stumps and log cabins. 
My mind would rust itself out; and, missing the stimulus of such 
society as 1 have liven accustomed to, 1 should run dow n com- 
pletely, and lie useless in Ixuly and in mind.” 

44 If you feel so, it would he so,” replied James. “ If the work 
there to be done would not be .stimulus and excitement enough to 
compensate for the absence of all other stimulus, — if the business 
of the ministry, the suri/e; if huiu> in *"></>, is not the one all-absorb- 
ing purpose, and desire, and impulse of the* whole being, - then woe 
to the man who goes to preaih the gospel where there is nothiug 
but human souls to be gained by it.” 

“ Well, Stanton,’* replied the other, after a pause of some serious- 
ness, 41 1 canuot say that 1 ha\ e attained to this yet. 1 don’t know 
but I might be brought to it ; but at present 1 must confess it is 
not so. We ought not to rush into a slate aud employment which 
we have not the moral fortitude to sustain well. In short, for 
myself, 1 may make a respectable, and, 1 trust, not usohss man in 
the law, when 1 could do nothing in the circumstances which you 
choose. However, I respect your feelings, and heartily wish that 
I could share them myself.” 

A few days after this conversation the young friends parbd for 
their several destinations — the one to a new law-school, the other to 
ft theological seminary. 


It was many years after this that a middle-aged man, of somewhat 
threadbare appearance and restricted travelling conveniences, was 
Seen carefully tying his horse at the outer enclosure of an elegant 

mansion in the towu of , in one of our Western States ; which 

being done, he eyed the house rather inquisitively, as people some- 
times do when they are doubtful as to the question or entering or 
nftt entering. The house belonged to George Lennox, Esq., a law- 
par repntea to be doing a more extensive business than any other in 
tht State, and the. threadbare gentleman who plies the knocker at 
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the front door is the Reverend Mr. Stanton, & name widely Spread In 
the ecclesiastical circles of the laml. The door opens, and the old 
college acquaintances meet with a cordial grasp of the hand, and 
Mr. Stanton soon finds himself pressed to the most comfortable 
accommodations in the warm parlour of his friend; and even the 
slight uneasiness, which the wisest are not always exempt from 
when conscious of a little shabbim-ss of exterior, was entirely dissi- 
pated by the evident cordiality of his reception. Since the conver- 
sation we have alluded to, the two friends pursued their separate 
courses with but few opportunities of personal intercourse. Ill the 
true zeal of the missionary, James Stanton had thrown himself into 
the field where it seemed hardest and darkest, and where labour 
seemed most needed. In neighbourhoods without churches, without 
school-houses, without settled roads, among a population of disor- 
ganized and heterogeneous material, lie had exhorted from house to 
house, laboured individually with one alter another, till he had, in 
place after place, brought together the elements of a Christian 
church. Far from all ordinances, means of grace, or Christian 
brotherhood, or co-operation, he had seemed to himself to be merely 
the lonely, solitary “ voice of one ciying in the wilderness,” as unas- 
sisted, and, to human view as powerless. With poverty, and cold, 
and physical fatigue, he had daily been familiar; und where no 
vehicle could penetrate the miry depths of the forest, where it was 
impracticable even to guide a horse, he had walked miles »ud miles, 
through in ud and rain, to preach. With a wife in delicate health, 
and a young and growing family, be had more than once seen the 
year w hen fifty dollars was the whole amount of money that had 
passed through his hands ; and the whole of the rest of hit support 
had come in disconnected contributions from one aud another of hit 
people, lie had lived without books, without newspapers, except as 
he had found them by chance, snatches here and there,* and felt, as 
one so circumstanced only can feel, the difficulty of maintaining 
intellectual vigour and energy in default of all those stimulants to 
which cultivated minds in more favourable circumstances are so much 
indebted. At the time that he is now introduced to the reader, he 
had been recently made pastor in one of the most important settle- 
ments in the State, ami among those who, so far as worldly circuro- 
tanccs were concerned, were aide to afford him a competent support. 
But among communities like those at the West, settled for expressly 
money-making purposes, and by those who have for years been taught 
the lesson to save, and have scarcely begun to feel the duty to give, 
a minister, however laborious, however eloquent and successful, may 
often feel the most serious embarrassments of poverty. Too often is 
his salary regarded as a charity which may be given or retrenched 
to suit every emergency of the times, and bis family expenditure 
watched with a jealous aud censorious ey e. 

On the other hand, George Lennox, the lawyer, had by Ms 
talents and efficiency placed himself at the head of his profession, 

* These particulars the writer heard stated personally as a pad of 
the exnerietmg of «n mat <*W 
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And vu realizing an income which brought all the comforts and 
elegancies of life within his roach. He wa< a mcmlier of the 
Christian church in the place w here ho lived, irreproachable in life 
Add conduct. From natural generosity of disposition, seconded by 
principle, lie was a liberal contributor to all religious ami benevo- 
lent enterprises, and was often quoted and referred to as an example 
In good works. Surrounded by an affectionate and growing family, 
with ample means for providing in the best manner both for their 
physical and mental development, he justly regarded himself as a 
AAppy man, and was well satisfied with the world he lived in. 

Now, there is nothing more trying to the Christianity or the 
philosophy which teaches the vanity of riches than a few hours’ 
domestication in a family where wealth is employed, not fbr 
purposes of ostentation, but for the perfecting of home comfort and 
the gratification of refined intellectual tastes; and ns Mr. Stanton 
leaned hack, slippered and gow ned, in one of the easiest of chairs, and 
begun to look over periodicals and valuable new books from which 
he hud long boon excluded, he might be forgiven for giving a bait 
sigh to the reflection that he could never ho a rich man. “Have 
you read this review ?" said his companion, handing him one of the 
leading periodicals of the day across the table. 

M I seldom see reviews,** said Mr. Stanton, taking it. 

** You lost* a great deal,” replied the other, “if you have not 
teen those by this author— altogether the ablest series of literary 
efforts in our time. You clerical gentlemen ought not to sacrifice 
your literary tastes entirely to your professional cares. A moderate 
attention to current literature liberalizes the mind, and gives iu- 
llaence that yon could not otherwise acquire.” 

“ Litd&ry taste is an expensive thing to a minister,” j;:id 
Mr. fltAnum/ smiling : “for the mind, us well as the body, we 
must forego all luxuries, and confine ourselves simply to iieecs- 
•Aliefl” 

would always indulge myself with books and periodicals, 
even if 1 had to scrimp elsewhere,” said Mr. Lennox ; and he spoke 
of scrimping with all the serious good faith with which people of 
two or three thousand a year usually speak of these matters. 

Mr, Stanton smiled, and waived the subject, wondering mentally 
llfcere hit friend would find an elsewhere to scrimp, if lie had the 
Management of hit concerns. The conversation gradually flowed 
tflfesk to college days and scenes, and the friends amused themselves 
*Kh tracing the history of their various classmates. 

+* And so Alsop is in the Senate,* 1 said Mr. Stauton. “Strange ! 
W# did not at all expect it of him. But do you know anything of 


OCMS Bush?” 

** O* ye*,” replied the other ; “ be went into mercantile life, and 
Hm last 1 heard he had turned a speculation worth thirty thou- 
MftA—* shrewd fellow. 1 always knew he would make his* way in 

the world.” 

** But what k*f b ec ome of f ts og don ?” 

«0, heia doing well ; he is professor of languages in College, 
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and 1 hoar he has lately issued a Latin grammar that promises to 
have quite a run." 

“ And Smithson ?” 

“Smithson has an office at Washington, and was there living in 
great Mjle the last time I saw him.” 

It may he questioned whether the minister sank to sleep that 
night, amid the many comfortable piovisions of hits friend’s guest 
chamber, without rebuking in his heart a certain rising of regret 
that lie had turned his back on all the honours, and distinctions, 
and comforts which lay around the path of others, who had not, in 
the opening of the race, half the advantages of himself. “See,” 
said the invidious voi'*e, ** what have vm gained? Sec jour early 
friends surrounded bj riehes and eomfort, while you are pinched 
and harassed by poverty. Have they not, many of them, as good a 
hope of heaven as you have, and all this besides ? Could J»U not 
have lived easier, and h”cu a good man after all ?” The reflection 
was oid v .vihmeed by remembering that the only Heing who ever 
had the perfect power of choosing his worldly condition, chose, of 
li is own aeooni, a poverty deeper than that of anv of his servants. 
Had Christ consented to he rich, what cheek could there have been 
to the desire of it among his followers? Hut he chose to stoop 
so low that none could be lower ; and that in extremes! wunt none 
could ever say, “ I am poorer than was m\ Saviour and (»od.” 

The friends at parting the next morning shook hands warmly 
and promised a frequent renewal of their resumed intercourse. Nor 
was the bill for twenty dollars which the minister found in his 
hand at all an unacceptable addition to the pleasures of his visit ; 
and though the November wind w histled keenly through a dull, 
comfortless sky, he turned his horse's head homew id with a 
lightened heart. 


“ Mother’s sick, and a-ke«ping house!” said a little flaxen* 
headed girl, in all the importance of seven years, as her father 
entered the dwelling. 

“Your mother sick ! what’s the matter?” inquired Mr. Stanton. 

“ She caught cold washing, yesterday, while jou were gone;” ami 
w hen the minister stood by the. bedside of his sick wife, saw her 
flushed face, and felt her feverish pulse, he felt seriously alarmed. 
She had scarcely recovered from a dangerous fever when he left 
home, and with reason he dreaded a relapse. 

“My dear, why have von done so?” was the first expostulation; 
“why did you not send for old Agues to do your washing, as I 
told you.” 

“ i felt so well, I thought I was quite able,” was the reply; “and 
you know' it will take all the money we have now in hand to get 
the children's shoes before cold weather conies, and nobody knows 
when we shall have anj* more.” 

“ W ell, Mary, comfort \our heart as to that, I have had a 
present to-day of twenty dollars— that will last us some time. God 
;»lw.jvj, prov ides when need is greatest.” And so, after administer- 

c 
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mg a little to the comfort of his wife, the minister addressed him- 
self to the business of cooking something for dinner for himself and 
his little hungry flock. 

“There is no bread in the house,” he exclaimed, after a survey 
of the ways and means at his disposal. 

“ I must try and sit up long enough to make some,” said his wife 

faintly. 

“You must try to he quiet/’ replied tin* husband. “We can do 
very well on potatoes. Hut yet,” lie added, “ J think if I bring the 
things to your bedside, and you show me how to mix them, I could 
make Home bread.” 

A hurst of laughter from the young fry chorused his proposal; 
nevertheless, as Mr. Stanton was a man of decided genius, by help 
of much showing, and of strong arms and good will, tin* feat was ift 
length accomplished in no unworkmanlike manner; and while the 
bread was put down to the lire to rise, and the potatoes were baking 
in the oven, Mr. Stanton having enjoined silence on his noisy troop, 
sat down, pencil in hand, by his wife’s bed, to prepare a sermon. 

We would that those ministers who feel that they cannot compose 
without a study, and that the airiest and pleasantest room in the 
house, whcrojthe floor is guarded by the thick carpet, the light care- 
fully relieved by curtains, where papers are tiled and arranged neatly 
iu conveniences purposely adjusted, with books of reference standing 
invitingly around, could once figure to theinsehes the process of 
composing a sermon iu circumstance* such as we have painted. 
Mr. Stanton had written hi*< text, and jotted down something of an 
introduction, when a circumstance occurred which is almost ine- 
vitable in situations where a person has anything else to attend to — 
the b t l »i wokr. The little interloper was to he tied into a chair, w hile 
the flaxen-headed young housekeeper was now installed into the 
office of waiter in ordinary to her majesty, and by shaking a news- 
paper before her f aco , plying a rattle, or other arts known only to 
the initiated* to Prevent l/‘ r front indulging in any unjdcasaut de- 
monstration*, while Mr. Stanton proceeded with his train of 
thoug h t. 

“Papa, papal the teakettle! only look 1” cried all the younger 
® n ea, just as he was again lieginning to abstract his mind. 

Mr. Stanton rose, and adapting part of his sermon paper to the 
hand* of the teakettle, poured the boiling w'ater on some herb drink, 
for his wife, and theu recommenced. 

«*| shan't have much of a sermon!” he soliloquized, as his 
youngest bnt one, with the ingenuity common to children of her 
standing, had contrived to tip herself over in her chair, and cut her 
tinder lip, which for the time being threw tlm whole settlement into 
commotion: and this conviction wa.s strengthened by finding that it 
was now time to give the children their dinner. 

“I fear Mrs. Stanton is imprudent in exerting herself,” said the 
medical man to the husband, as he examined her symptoms. 

“ I know she is," replied her husband, ** but i cauuot keep her 
turn it” 



LIBER VI, MAX. ID 

It is absolutely indispensable that she should rest and keep her 
mind oasx said tin* doctor. 

“ Kest and keep e:\*>\ how easily the words are said ! yet how 
thex fall on the ear of a neither, who knows that lier whole thick 
have not xet a garment prepared for winter, that hiring assistance 
is out of the i|ue»tioti, :nnl thai the work must all he done by herself 
who secs that while she is si. k her husband is perplexed, and kept 
from his appropliatc duties, and her children, despite his well-meant 
etloris. hollering for the want of those attentions that only a mother 
can g;\e. Will not unx mother, so tried, rise from her sick bed 
Indore sin* feels aide, to !»«* again prostrated by over-exertion, until 
lh» xig.iur of the constitution y ar bx } car declines, and she sinks 
# ii.to an ea: 1\ gravel' ,Y< t this i* flu- t ‘ ue history of many a wife 
an>l moth r. who, in consentnnj to shar M the prixutions of u western 
inrniMer, has a* irulx -acrificcd her life as did ever martyr on 
heathen -holes. Tl. • graxc* of Harriet Newell and Mrs. Jmison 
are hallowtd as tin* shrir.es of saints and their memory made os a 
wan I* word among ( ’hristiam. : xet the western vallex is iiill of green 
and nann l. s praxes, where patient, lonjj-rnduring wixcsuud mothers 
liav<* lain d*«w n, worn out bx tin* p:i\ atoms of us severe a missionary 
field, and ** no man knowuth the place of their Sepulchre/' 


The eri-p air of a November ex cuing was enlivened by the fire 
that hla/ed merrily in the bar-mom of die taxeru in I#,, while a 
more than iihii) numl*er ctowthd about the hearth, owing to the 

ses.-iou of the eountx eomt m that pk 

•* Mr Lennox i- ti prettx smart law} it, “ began an old gentleman, 
who sat in oi:e of the corner-, in tin* half interrogatix c tone which 
indicated a w ish to start conversation 

“ Yes, sir, no mistake about t!i it,” was the reply; "docs tlie 

largest business m the state— vet} smart man, sir, and honest— a 
church member too, and one of the tallest kinds of Christians they 
say gi\es more mono} f»r building meeting-houses, and all sorts of 
religious concerns, tlian any man around.” 

" Well, In* ran afford it. ’ raid a man with a thin, care-taking visage, 
and a nervous, anxious twitch of the land, us if it were bis constant 
effort to hold on to something— he can afford it, for he make* money 
hand over hand. It is not everyliody eau afford to do as he does." 

\ - ly look of intelligence pervaded the company ; for the speaker, 
one of the most substantial householders in the settlement, waa 
alwaxs taken with distressing symptoms of poverty and destitution 
when any allusion to public or religious chanty was made. 

" Mr. C. is thinking about parish matters,” said a wicked wag of 
the nimjany ; ** xou see, sir, our minister urged pretty hard last 
Sunday to have his salary' paid tip. He has had sickness in hi# 
umilx, and nothing on hand for w inter expense#.** 

“ 1 don't think Mr. Stanton is judicious in making such pobtlc 
statements,” «aid the former speaker, nervously ; “heoonht to COO* 
suit his friends privately, and not bring temporalities into toe pulpit,’* 

c 2 
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*‘That is to Bay, starve decently, ami make no fuss,” replied the 
other. 

“ Nonsense! Who talk* of starving, when provision is as plenty 
as hlackherries? I tell \»» I understand this matter, and know 
how little a man can pot along with. I’ve tried it myself. When 
I first set out in lift*, my wife and I had not a pair of andirons or a 
ahovel and tontrs for two or three \ ears, and we never thought of 
complaining. The times are hard. We are all losing, and must 
get along as we eau; and Mr. Stanton must hear some rubs as well 
as the rest of us.” 

“ It appears to me. Mr. C.,” said the waggish gentleman afore- 
said, “that if you’d put Mr. Stanton intovmr good brick bouse, 
and give him your furniture and income, he would be well satisfied? 
to rub along as you do.” 

“Mr. Stanton isn’t so careful in his expenses as he might be,” 
Raid Mr. ('., petulantly, disregarding the idea started by bis neigh- 
bour; “ he lm\s things / should not think of buying. Now, I was 
in bis bouse the other day, and be bad just given three dollars for a 
single book.” 

“ Perhaps it was a book he needed in hi" studies,” suggested the 
old gentleman who beiran the conversation. 

“ Wlmt is the use of book lamin’ to a minister, if he's got the real 
spirit in hint?'' chimed in a rough looking man in the farthest 
writer; “only wish )ou could line heard Elder North give it off 
— </io»v was a real genuine preacher for you, could'nt even read his 
text in the Kihle; yet, sir, he would get up and reel it off as smooth 
and fast as the best of them that come »mt of the colleges. My notion 
is, it’s the spirit that’s the thing ufi*r all.” 

Several of the auditors seemed inclined to express their appro- 
bation of this doctrine, though some remarked that Mr. Stanton 
was a smarter preacher than Elder North, for all liis book 
arniu*. 

Some of the more intelligent of the circle here exchang 'd smiles 
but declined entering the lists in favour of “ lamin’.” 

“ O, for my part,” resumed Mr. (\. “ I am for having a minister 
Study, and have Woks and all that, if he can afford it ; but in hard, 
times like these, books ;ee neither meat, drink, nor fire; and I know* 
1 can’t afford them. Now, I’m a> willing to contribute my part to 
the minister’s salary, and every other charity, as an>!x»dy. when 1 
can get money to do it ; but in these times I mV get it.” 

The elderly gentleman hero interrupted the conversation by 
Muring, abruptly, “ 1 am a townsman of Mr. Stanton’s, and it is my 

X ’niou that fie has impoverished himself by giving in religious 
irity.” 

** Giving in charity!” exclaimed several voices; “where did he 
ever get anything to give ?" 

** It et 1 think I speak within bounds/’ said the old gentleman, 
u when I say that he has given more than the amount of two thousand 
dollars yearly to the support of the go«»pcl in this State; and 1 think 
I can show it to be so.” 
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The eye* of the auditor* wort* i»o*.v enlarged to their utmost limits, 
vink* the old gentleman, after tin* f.t-hiun of shrewd old gentlemen 
generally, ? ere wed up hi» mouth in a very tin twist, uml looked in 
tlu* file without saying a woid. 

“Come now, pray tell us how this is,” said several of the 
company. 

“ Wt 11, sir,” said tlu* old man, addressing himself to Mr. C., 
“you are a man of luoiiu ss. end will perhaps understand the ease 
as 1 vi< w it. Von were ‘peaking thi- •‘truing of lawyer l.ennox. 
lie uml tour minister uete both fiom my nali\e place, and both 
there and in eollege \ » mr minister was id way % leekoued the smartest 
of the two. and went ahead in every thing tin y undertook. Now, 
•you mt Mr. l.ennox, out of his tab nt> and edueation, makes, suy 
three thoii'.md a-ye:u. Mr. >;anton had more talent, ami more 
education, and might have made even more ; hut hj 1 devoting him- 
self to the work of the ministry in your State, he gams, wo will say, 
about four hundred dollars. Does he not, therefore, in fact, give all 
the ditleivnee between four hundred and three thousand to the 
cause of religion in this State? If, during the business season of the 
year, y ou, Mr. ( '., should devote your whole time to some benevolent 
enterprise, would you not feel that you had virtually given to that 
enterprise all the money you would otherwise have made. Instead, 
therefore, < f calling it a charity for you to suhscnlH* to your 
minister's support, you ought to consider it a very expensive churity 
for him to devote his existence in preaching to you. To bring the 
gospel to your State, In* has given up a reasonable prospect of an in- 
come of two or three thousand, and cont ♦ it’s himself with the least 
sum which will ke< p s«*u! and ImkU together, without the ;>o&Hif>ility 
of lay ing up a cent for his family in ease of his lickncss and death.' 
This, s ir. is what / call giving in charity .” 


I XrU: knT. 

A v i > so I am to write a story — hut of what, and where; Shall it 
he radiant with the sky of Italy? or eloquent with the l>caii ideal 
of fireece? Shall it breathe odour and languor from the orient, or 
chivalry from the Occident ? or gaiety from France ? or vigour 
from England? No, no ; these are all too old - too romance-like — 
too obviously picturesque for me. No; let me turn to my 
laud — my own New England ; the land of bright lire* and strong 
hearts ; the land of and not of word* ; the land of fruit* and 
not of flowers ; the land often spoken against, yet always respected; 
“ the latchet of w hose shoes the nations of the earth are not worthy 
to unloose.” 

Now, from this very heroic; apostrophe, you may suppose that 1 
have something very heroic to tell. By no means. It is merelv A 
little introductory breeze of patriotism, such as occasionally brushes 
over every mind, bearing on its wings the remembrance of all ww 
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ever loved or cherished in the land of our early years : and if it 
should seem to he rhodomontade to any people in other parts of the 
earth, let them only imagine it to he said about “ Old Kentuck,’* 
Old England, or any other corner of the world in which they 
hapi lened to he horn, and they will find it quite rational. 

But, as touching our stor,, it time to begin. Did you ever 
see the little village of Newbury, in New England ? I dare say you 
never did ; for it was just one of those out-of-the way places where 
nobody ever came unless they came on purpose : a green little 
hollow*, wedged like a bird’s nest between half-a-dozen high hills, 
that kept of! the wind and kept out foreigners; so that the little 
place was as straitly siti t/enms as if there were not another in the # 
world. The inhabitants were all of that respectable old standfast 
family who make it a point to be born, bred, married, die, and be 
buried all in the self-same spot. There were ju^t so mam houses, 
and just so main people 1‘ned in them ; and nobod) ever seemed to 
be sick, or to die either, at bast while 1 was there. The natives 
grew old till the\ could not grow any older, and then they stood 
mill, ami (anted timu generation to gem. rat ion. There was, too, an 
uochaugeabilit) alwmt all tin externals of Newbury. Here was a 
red house, and theie was a brown house, and across the way was a 
yellow house ; and there was a straggling rail fence or a tribe of 
mullein stalks between. The minister li\ ed here, and ’Squire Moses 
lived there, and Deacon Hart lived under the hill, and Messrs. 
Nadab and Al'ihu Peters lived by the eross road, and the old 
44 widder ” Smith lived by the ne eting-housc, and Ebeticzer (’amp 
kept a shoemaker’s shop on one side, ami Patience Moscly kept a 
milliner's shop in front ; and there was old Comfort Scran, who 
kept store for tlvr whole town, and sold axe heads brass thimbles, 
liquorice hall, fancy handkerchiefs, ami c\ entiling else you can 
think of. Here, too, w a- the general post-office, where you might 
#ee letters marvellous]) folded, directed wrong side upward, stamped 
with a thimble, and superscribed to some ol the Dolly s, or Polly s, 
or Peters, or Moseses aforenamed or not named. 

For the rest, as to manners, morals, arts, ami sciences, the people 
in Newbury always went to their parties at three o'clock in the 
afternoon, and came home before dark : always stopped all work the 
minute the sun was down on Saturday night; always went to 
meeting on Sunday ; had a school-house with all the ordinary 
inconveniences ; were in neighbourly charity with each other; read 
their Bibles, feared their Hod. and were content with such things 
as they had— the host philosophy, after all. Such was the place into 
which Master James Benton made an irruption in the year eighteen 
hundred and no matter what. Now, this James i> to be our hero, 
and he is just the hero for a sensation — at least. you w*ould have 
thought, if you had been in Newbury the week after his arrival, 
Master James was one of those whole-hearted, energetic Yankees, 
who rise iu the world as naturally as cork does m water. lie 
pCMMessiHi a great share of that characteristic national trait fo 
happily denominated 14 cuteness,*’ which signifies an ability to do 
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everything without trying, ami to know everything without learn- 
ing. ami to make more um- of one's than other people ilo 

of theii know hdge. This «|U£ili .'y in Juntos vta> mingled with an 
elasticity of animal spirits a hun) uni cheerfulness of mind, which, 
though found in the New l’nglnml character, perhaps a** oftoii as 
anywhere else, is not ordinarily regarded as oik* of its distinguish- 
ing traits. 

As to the personal app« urunce of our hero, we have not much to 
say of it — not half so much as tlie girls in Newbury found it 
neces'-ar\ to remark the first Sahhath that he shone out in the 
meeting-house. There wa> a samy frankness of countenance, a 
dimming roguery of eye, a joviality and prank i'-hness of demeanour 
that was wonderfully captivating. especially to the ladies. 

It is true that Master James hail an uncommonly comfortable 
opinion of himself, a full faith that there was nothing in creation, 
that he could not ham and could not do*, and this faith was 
maintained w ith an abounding and triumphant jo) fulness, that 
fairly carr’n d y «mi sympathies along with him, and made you feel 
quite as much delighted with his qualifications and prospects as lie 
felt himself. There are two kinds of self-sufficiency ; one i# 
amusing, and tin- other is pro\oking. llis was the amusing kind. 
It seemed, in truth, to he only the buoyancy ami overflow of a 
vi\ acinus mind, delighted with everything delightful, in himself or 
others. He was always ready to magnify his own praise, but quite 
an read\ to exalt his neighbour, if the channel of discourse ran that 
way : his own perfections being more completely within his know- 
edge, he rejoiced in them more constantly ; but, if those of any one 
else came within the same range, he was quite as much astonished 
ami edified as if they had h**en hi** own. 

Master Janie?., at the time of his Hamit to the town of Newbury, 
was only eighteen years of age ; so that it was difficult to say which 
predominated in him most, the boy or the man. The lxdief that lie 
could, and the determination that he would, he something in the 
world, had caused him to abandon his home, and, with all hi* 
worldly effects tied in a blue cotton pocket handkerchief, to proceed 
to seek his fortune in Ncwhuiy. And never did stranger in 
Yankee* village rise to promotion with more unparalleled rapidity, 
or ln>a^t a greater plurality of employment. He figured as school- 
master all the week, and as chorister on Sundays, and taught 
singing anu reading in the evenings, besides studying Latin and 
Greek w ith the minister, nobody knew w hen ; thus fitting for college, 
while he seemed to be doing everything else in the world beftide*. 

Jamc* understood every art and craft of popularity, and made 
himself mightily at home in ail the chimney corners of the region 
round al>ont , knew the geography of every Uxly’s cider barrel and 
apple bin, helping himself and every one else therefrom with all 
bountiful ness ; rejoicing in the good things of this life, devouring 
the old ladies* doughnuts and pumpkin pies with most flattering 
appetite, and appearing equally to relish everybody and everything 
that came in his way. 
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The degree and versatility of his acquirements were truly 
wonderful. He knew all about arithmetic and history, and all about 
catching squirrels and planting corn ; made poetry and hoe-handles 
with equal celerity ; wound yarn and took out grease-spots for old 
ladies, and made nosegays and knick knacks for young ones ; caught 
trout Saturday afternoons, and discussed doctrines on Sundays, with 
equal adroitness and effect. In short, Mr. James moved on through 
the place 

“ Victorious, 

Ilappy and glorious !” 

welcomed and privileged by everybody in every place ; and when 
he had told his last ghost story, and fairly flourished himself out of 
doors, at the dose of a long winter’s evening, you might see the hard 
face of the good man of the house still phosphorescent with his 
departing radiance, and hear him exclaim in a paroxysm of admira- 
tion, that “ Jemeses talk iv’ely did heat all : that be was sartainly 
most a miraculous ere’tur ! ” 

{t was wonderfully contrary to the buoyant activity of Master 
James’s mind to keep a school, lie had. moreover, so much of the 
boy and the rogue in his composition, that he could not be strict with 
the iniquities of the curly pates under his charge ; and when he saw 
how determiuately every little heart was boiling over with mischief 
and motion, he felt in his soul more disposed to join in and help them 
to a frolic than to lay justice to the line, as was meet. This M ould 
have made a sad case, hud it not been that the activity of the master’s 
mind communicated itself to his charge, just as the reaction of one 
brisk little spring will fill a manufactory with motion; so that there 
was more of an impulse towards study in the golden good-natured 
day of Janies Benton, than in the time of all that went before or came 
after him. 

But when ** school was out,” James’s spirits foamed over as 
naturally as a tumbler of soda-water, and he could jump t>ver 
benches and hurst out of doors with as much rapture a* the veriest 
little elf in his company. Then yon might have seen him stepping 
homeward with a most felicitous expression of countenance, 
occasionally reaching his hand through the fence for a bunch 
of currants, or over it after a flower, or bursting into some back 
yard to help an old lady empty her wash tub, or stopping to pay his 
deco i r* to Aunt This or Mistress That, for James well knew the 
Importance of the *' powers that be,” and always kept the sunny side 
of the old ladies. 

We shall not answer for James’s general flirtations, 'which were 
sundry and manifold ; for he had just the kindly heart that fell in 
love with everything in feminine shape that came in his way, and 
if he had not been blessed with an equal facility in falling out again, 
we do not know what ever would have become of him. But at 
length he came into an abiding captivity, and it is quite time that 
he should ; for, having devoted thus much space to the [illustration 
of oar hero, it is fit wc should do something in behalf of our heroine ; 
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ami, therefore, xrc must beg the reader'* attention while we draw a 
diagram or two that M ill assist him in paining a right idea of her. 

Do you see yonder brown house, with its broad roof sloping almost 
to the ground on one side, anil a great, unsupported, sun-bonnet of a 
piazza shooting out over the front door? You must often have 
noticed it : you have seen its tall well sweep, relieved against the 
clear evening sky, or observed the feather Iwds and (misters lounging 
out of its chamber windows on a still summer morning; you 
recollect its gate, that swung with a chain and u great stone; it* 
pantry window latticed with little brown slabs, and looking out upou 
a forest of hean-|>oh‘s. You remember the zepli\ rs that used to play 
among its pea-brush, and shake the long tassels of its corn patch, and 
!*nv \ainh any zephyr might essay to perform rimilar flirtations 
with the considerate cabbages that were solemnly vegetating near 
b\ . Then there was the whole neighbourhood of purple-leaved 
beets and feathery parsnips ; then* were the billows of gooseberry 
hushes rolled up by the fence, interspersed with rows of quince 
trees ; and far off, in one corner, was one little patch penuriously 
devoted to ornament, which llumed with marigold, poppies, simpers, 
ami four-o'clocks. Then there was a little 1 m>x by itself with one 
rose geranium iu it, which seemed to look around the garden a* 
much like a stranger as a French dancing-master in a Yankee meet- 
ing-house. 

That is the dwelling of Uncle Lot (iriswold. Uncle a* he 
was commonly called, had a character that a painter would sketch 
for its lights and contrasts rather than its symmetry. He was a 
chestnut burr, abounding w ith briers w ithout, and with substantial 
goodness within. He had the strong-grained practical sense, the 
calculating worldly wisdom of his class of people in Sew Kngland; 
he had, too, a kindly heart; hut all the strata of his character were 
crossed by a vein of surly petulance, that, half way between joke 
and earnest, coloured everything that he said and did. 

If ^ou asked a favour of Uncle Lot, he generally kept you argu- 
ing half an hour, to prove, that you really needed it, and to tell 
you that he could not all the while he troubled with helping one 
body or another, all which time you might observe him regularly 
making his preparations to grant your request, and see, by an odd 
glimmer of his eye, that lie was preparing to let you hear the 
“conclusion of the whole matter,” which was, “ Well, well — I guess 
— I'll go on the hull — I s’pose I must, at least ;” so off he would go 
and work while the day lasted, and then wind up with a farewell 
exhortation “ not to be a callin' on your neighbours when you could 
get along without.” If any of Uncle Ixit's neighbours were in any 
trouble, he was always at band to tell them that “ they shouldn't a' 
done so;” that “ it was strange they couldn’t had more sense and 
then to close his exhortations by labouring more diligently than any 
to bring them out of their difficulties, groaning in spirit meanwhile 
that folks would make people so much trouble. 

44 Uncle Lot, father w ants to know if you will lend him your hoe 
to-day T* says a little boy, making bis way across a cornfield. 
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“Why don’t your father use his own hoe?" 

“ Ours is broke/' 

“ Broke ! How came it broke ? ” 

“ I broke it yesterday. try ing to bit a squirrel/’ 

“What busings had y*m to be hittin’ squirrels with a hoe ? say ! ” 

“ But father wants to borrow jours." 

“ Why don’t you have that mended ? It's a great pester to have 
everybody usin’ a IkmIv’s things.” 

“Well, I can borrow one somewhere else, 1 suppose,” says the 
suppliant. After the boy lias stumbled across the ploughed ground, 
and is fairly over the fence, Uncle Lot calls, - 

“ Halloo* there, you little rascal 1 what are you goin' off without 
the hoe for ? ” 

“ I didn’t know as you meant to lend it/’ 

“ I didn’t say I wouldn’t, did l ? Here, come and take it — stay, 
I’ll bring it; and do iell your father not to be a lettin’ you hunt 
squirrels with bis hoes next time.” 

Uncle I-ot’s household consisted of Aunt Sally, his wife, and an 
only son and daughter; the former, at the time our story begins, 
was at a neighlsniring literary institution. Aunt Sally was precisely 
as clever, as easy to In* entreated, and kindly in externals, as her 
helpmate was tlu* reverse. Sin* was one of those respectable, pleasant 
old ladies whom you might often have met on the way to church on 
a Sunday, equipped with a great fan and a psalui l>ook, and carrying 
some dried orange-peel or a stalk of fennel, to give to the children 
if they were sleepy in meeting. She was as cheerful and domestic as 
the tea- kettle that sung by her kitchen lire, and slipped along among 
Uncle Lot’s angles and peculiarities as if there never was anything 
the matter in the w orld ; and the same mantle of sunshine seemed to 
have fallen on Miss Grace, her only daughter. 

Pretty in her person and pleasant in her ways, endowed with 
native self-possession aud address, lively ami chatty, having t^iiind 
and a will of her own, yet good-humoured withal. Miss Grace was 
a universal favourite. It would have puzzled a city lady to under- 
stand how Grace, who never was out of New bury in her life, knew 
the way to speak, ami act, ami behave, on all occasions, exactly os 
if she had been taught how. She was just one of those wild-flowers 
which you may sometimes see w aving its little head in the woods, 
and looking so civilized and garden-like, that you wonder if it 
really did come up and grow there by nature. She was an adept in 
ill household concerns, and there was something amazingly pretty- 
in her energetic way of bustling about, aud ** putting things to 
rights." Like most Yankee damsels, she had a longing after the 
tree of knowledge, and, having exhausted the literary fountains of 
* district school, she fell to reading whatsoever came in her way. 
True, she had but little to read ; but what she perused she had her 
own thoughts upon, so that a person of information, in talking with 
lier, would feel a constant wondering pleasure to And Shat she had 
to much more to say of this, that, and the other thing than he 
expected. 
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Uncle Lot, like every one else, felt the magical brightness of hit 
daughter, ami wa.s delighted with her praises, a* might be discerned 
l»v his often finding occasion to remark that “he did’nt see why the 
boys need to be ail the time a' coinin' to s»*e (I race, for she was 
nothing so e\tj-or*ii.tn. after all." About all matters ami things at 
home sin* general!) had her own way, while Lucie L*t would scold 
and give up with a rtgular good grace that was quite creditable. 

“Father," sa) s Grace, “ 1 want to have a party next week," 

“You shan’t go to havin’ your parties, Grace. I always have to 
Vat hits and ends u fortnight after you have one, and 1 won’t have 
it so." And so Lucie Lot walked out, and Aunt Sally and Mis* 
J Jrace proceeded to make tin* cake and pies for the party. 

^’hen Uncle Lot came home, he saw a long array of pies and 
rows of rake* on tin* kitchen table. 

“ Grace — (Jrace —Grace, I sav ! What is all this here flummery 

for? ’\ 

“ Wh), it is to mt, father,” said Grace, with a good-natured look 
of cojjseionMiess 

Lucie Lot tried his best to look sour : hut his \ isage began to 
wax comical as he looked at his merry daughter ; so he said nothing, 
hut quietly sat down to his dinner. 

“Father," said (Jrace, after dinner, “ we shall want two more 
candlesticks next week." 

“ Why, can’t you have your party with what you’ve got?" 

“ No, father, we want two more**' 

“ I can’t afford it, (Jrace -there’s no sort of use ou’t — and you 
sha’nt have any.” 

“ O, fatlier, now do," said Grace. 

“ I won’t, neither/’ said Uncle Lot, as he sallied, out of the 
house, and took the road to Comfort >cranN store. 

Iu half an hour he returned again ; and fumbling in his pocket, 
and drawing forth a candlestick, levelled it at (Jrace, 

“ There’s y<iur candlestick." 

** Hut. father, I said I wanted two." 

“ Why, can’t you make one do ?" 

“ No, I can’t ; I must have two.’* 

“ Well, then, there’s t’other : and here’s a fol*de-rol for yon to 
tie round your neck." So say ing, he bolted for the door, and look 
himself off with all speed. It was much after this fashion that 
matters commonly went on in the brown house. 

Hot having tarried long on the way, we must proceed with the 
main story . 

James thought Miss Grace was a glorious girl; and a* to what 
Miss Grace thought of Master James, perhaps it would not hare 
been developed had she not been called to stand on the defensive 
for him with Lucie Lot. For, from the time that the whole 
village of Newbury began to lie wholly given unto the praise of 
Master James, Uncle I*ot set his face as a flint against him — from 
the laudable fear of following the multitude, lie therefore made 
conscience of stoutly gainsaying everything that was said in bis 
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behalf, which, as James was in high favour with Aunt Sally, he had 
frequent opportunities to do. 

So when Miss Grace perceived that Uncle Lot did not like our 
hero as much as he ought to do. she, of course, was bound to like 
him well enough to make up for it. Certain it is that they were 
remarkably liifppv in finding opportunities of being acquainted ; 
that James waited on her, as a matter of course, from singing- 
school ; that he volunteered making a new box for her geranium 
on an improved plan; and above all, that he was remarkably 
particular in his attentions to A tint Sally— a stroke of policy which < 
showed that James had a natural genius for this sort of matters. 
Kven when emerging from the meeting-house in full glory, with 
llute and psalm-book under his anu, he would stop to ask her lanx’ 4 
he did; and if -it was eold weather, he would carry her foot stove 
all the way home from meeting, discoursing upon the sermon, and 
other serious matters, as Aunt Sally observed, “ in the pleasantest, 
prettiest way that ever ye see.” This flute was one of the crying 
sins of James in the eyes of Uncle Lot. Janies was particularly 
fond of it, because he had learned to play on it by intuition ; and 
on the decease of the old pitehpipe, which was slain by a full from 
the gallery, he took the liberty to introduce the llute in its place. 
For this, aud other sins, and for the good reasons above named, 
Uncle Lot’s countenance was not towards James, neither could he 
be moved to him-ward by any manner of means. 

To all Aunt Sally’s good words aud kind speeches, he had only to 
say that “ he did’nt like him ; that lie hated to see him a’ manifest- 
ing and glorifying there in the front gallery Sundays, and a’ acting 
everywhere as if he was master of all : he did’nt like it, and he 
wouldn’t.” Hut our hero w as no whit cast down or discomfited by 
the malcontent aspect of Uncle Lot. On the contrary', when report 
was made to him of divers of his hard speeches, he only shrugged 
his shoulders, with a very satisfied air, and remarked that “he knew 
a thing or two for all that.” 

“ Why, James,” said his companion and chief counsellor, “do yon 
think Grace likes you ?” 

44 1 don’t know,” said our hero, with a comfortable appearance of 

certainty. 

“ But y*ou can't get her, James, if Uncle I/ot is cross about it.” 

44 Fudge ! I can make Uncle Ix)t like me if I have u mind to try.** 

“Well then, Jim, you’ll have to give up that fiute of yours, 1 tell 

you now.” 

“Fa, sol, la— I can make him like me and my fiute too.” 

44 Why, how will you do it ?” 

44 O, HI work it, said our hero. 

44 Well, Jim, I tell you now, you don’t know Uncle Lot if you say 
so ; for be is just the xettest critter in his way that ever you "saw.” 

44 1 do know Uncle Lot, though, better than most folk"s ; he is no 
more cross than I am ; and as to his being *rf, you have nothing to 
do but make him think he is in his own way when he is in yours — 
that it all/* 
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14 Well,” said the other, ** but you see I don’t believe ilk,” 

“And I’ll bet you a gray squirrel that I’ll go there this very 
evening, and get him t<* like me and my flute both,” said James. 

Areordingly the late sunshine of that afternoon shone full on the 
yellow buttons of James :i s he proceeded to the place of conflict. 
It was a bright, beautiful evening. A thunder storm had just 
cleared away, and the silver clouds lay rolled up in masses around 
the setting sun ; the rain drops were sparkling and winking to each 
other over the ends of the leaves, and all the bluebirds and robins, 
breaking forth into song, made t he little green valley as merry as a 
musical box. 

James’s soul was always overflowing with that kind of poetry 
Vlfieli e in feeling uiisp *akuhly happy; and it is not to be 

wondered at, considering where he was going, that he should feel 
in a double • on tin- present occasion, lie stepped gaily 
along, occasion:! !1> springing over a fence to the right to see 
wb-ther the rain had swollen the trout brook, or to the left to 
notie ■ the ripening of Mr. Somebody's watermelons for James 
alwa}> had an eye on all his neighbours’ matters as well as his own. 

In tliks. way he proceeded til! In* arrived at the picket fence that 
marked the commencement of 1'nrlc loot’s ground. Here he stopped 
to consider. Just then four or fiu* sheep walked up, and began 
also to consider a loo«e picket, which was hanging just ready to drop 
off; and James began to look at the sheep. 44 Well, mister/' said 
he, as he observed the leader judiciously drawing himself through 
the gap, 44 in with you jo* t what I wanted /’and having waited a 
moment to ascertain that all the company were likely to follow, ho 
ran with all haste towards the house, and swinging open the gate, 
pressed all breathless to the d<w»r. 

44 Uncle Lot, there are four or five sheep in your garden !” Uncle 
Lot dropped his whetstone ami scythe. 

44 I’ll drive them out,” said our hero : and with that, he ran down 
the garden alley, and made a furious descent on the enemy ; bestir- 
ring himself, as* Hunyan says, “lustily and with piod courage/' till 
every sheep had skipped out much quicker than it skipped in; and 
then, springing over the fence, he seized a great stone, and nailed 
on the picket so effectually that no sheep could possibly encourage 
the hope of getting in again. This was all the work of a minute, 
and he was hack again ; hut so exceedingly out of breath that it was 
necessary for him to stop a moment and rest himself. Uncle Lot 
looked ungraciously satisfied. 

44 Whit under the canopy set you to scampering so ?” said he ; " I 
could a’ driv out them critters myself.” 

44 If you are at all particular about driving them out yeirraeJjf, I 
.can let them in again," said James. 

Uncle Lot looked at him with an odd sort of twinkle in the corner 
of his eye. 

“’S|K*e 1 must ask you to walk in/' said he. 

44 Much obliged/’ said James; “ Imt I am in a great burry.” So 
aay ing, he started in very business like fashion towards the gate. 
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“ You'd better jest stop a minute." 

“ Can’t stay a minute. 

11 1 don’t see what possesses you to be all the while in sich a 
hurry; a body would think you had ail creation on ) our shoulders.” 

“Just my situation, (Jude Lot,” said James, swinging open the 

gate. 

“Well, at any rate, have a drink of cider, can’t ye?" said Uncle 
Lot, who was uow quite engaged to have his own way in the case. 

James found it convenient to accept this invitation, and Uncle Lot 
was twice as good natured as if he had staid in the first of the matter., 

Once fairly forced into the premises, James thought fit to forget 
his long walk and excess of business, especially as about that moment 
Aunt Sally and Miss (a race returned from an afternoon call. 
may be sure that the last thing tliwc respectable ladies looked for 
was to find Uncle Lot and Master James t/te-a-tite, over a pitcher 
of cider, and when, as they entered, our hero looked up with some- 
thing of a mischievous air. Miss Grace, in particular, was so 
puzzled that it took her at least a quarter of an hour to untie her 
bonnet strings. Hut James staid, and acted the agreeable to perfec- 
tion. First, he must needs go down into the garden to look at 
Uncle I jot's wonderful cabbages, and then he promenaded all around 
the com patch, stopping every few moments and looking up with 
an appearance of great gratification, as if he had never seen such 
corn in his life; and then he examined Uncle Lot’s favourite apple- 
tree with an expression of wonderful interest. 

" I never!" he broke forth, having stationed himself against the 
fence opposite to it ; ** what kind of an apple-tree is that ?” 

41 It's a bellflower, or somethin’ another," said Uncle Lot. 

“Why, where did you get it? I never saw such apples!" said 
our hero, with his eyes still fixed on the tree. 

Uncle lso\ pulled tip a stalk or two of weeds, and threw them 
over the fence, just to show that he did not care anything about the 
matter ; and then he came up and stood by James. 

** Nothin’ so remarkable, as I know on/’ said he. 

Just then, Grace came to say that supper was ready. Once seated 
at table, it was astonishing to see the perfect and smiling assurance 
with which our hero continued his addresses to Uncle Ix>t. It some- 
times goes a great way towards making people like us to take it for 
granted that they do already ; and ujxm this principle James pro- 
ceeded. lie talked, laughed, told stories, and joked with the most 
fearless assurance, occasionally seconding his words by looking 
Uncle Lot in the face, with a countenance so full of good* will as 
would have melted any snowdrift of prejudices in the world. 

James also had one natural accomplishment, more courtier-like 
than all the diplomacy in Europe, and that was the gift of feeling 
a real interest for any body in five minutes ; so that, if he began to 
please in jest, he generally ended in earnest. With great simplicity 
of mind, he had a natural tart for seeing into others, and watched 
their motions with the same delight with which a child gases at the 
wheels and springs of a watch, to “ see what it will do." 
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The rough exterior ami latent kindness of Uncle Ix»t were quite 
a spirit •stirring study ; and when tea was over, as he and Grace 
happened to he standing together in the front door, he broke forth,— 

** 1 do really like >our father, (Ira re!" 

“ Do you said (irace. 

44 Yes. 1 do. He has something in him , ami I like him all the 
better for having to fish it out.” 

“ Well, I hope yon will make him like you,” said Grace, un- 
consciously ; and then she stopped, and looked a little ashamed. 

James was too well bred to see this, or look as if Grace meant any 
more than she said a Kind of breeding not always attendant on 
more fashionable polish — so be only answered, 

'* 1 think I shall, Grace, though 1 doubt whether I can get him to 
mmi it.” 

"He is the kindest man that ever was,” said Grace ; “ami he 
always acts ;u> if lu* was ashamed of it.” 

James turned a little away, and looked at the bnght evening sky, 
which was glowing like a calm, golden sea ; and over it was the 
silver new moon, w ah one little star to hold the candle for her. He 
shook some bright drops otV from a mv-lmsli near by, and watched 
to see them shine as they fell, while Grace stood very quietly wait- 
ing for him to sneak again. 

“Grace,” said lie, at last. I am truing to college this fall.” 

14 So you told me yesterday,” said (irace. 

James stooped down over (trace's geranium, and ln^an to busy 
himself with pulling off all the dead leaves, remarking in the mean 
w bile, — 

” And if I do get him to like me, Grace, will you like me 
too ? ” 

“ I like you now very well,” said (irace. 

“ Come, (irace, you know what I mean,** raid James, looking 
steadfastly at the top of the apple tree. 

44 Well, I wish, then, you would understand what I mean, 
without my saying any inorcalxmt it,” said (irace. 

44 O, to be sure I will,” said our hero, looking up with a v«ty 
intelligent air; and so, as Aunt Sally would say, the matter wa* 
settled, wdth ’* no words about it.” 

Now, shall we narrate how our hero, as he saw Uncle Lot ap- 
proaching the door, had the impudence to take out hi* flute, and 
put the parts together, arranging and adjusting the stops with great 

composure ? 

44 Uncle Lot,” said he, looking up, 44 this is the best flute that 
ever I „ aw.” 

“ I hate them tooting critturs,” said Uncle I^ot, snappishly. 

“I declare! I wonder how you can,” said James, 44 for I do 
think they exceed ” 

So saying, he put the flute to his month, and ran up and down a 
long flourish. 

“ There ! what do you think of that ?” said be, looking in Uncia 
Dot's face with much delight. 
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Uncle liOt turned and marched .into the house, but soon faced to 
the right-about, and came out a/ruin, for James was fingering 
“ Yankee Doodle” — that appropriate national air for the descend- 
ant* of the Puritans. 

Uncle Dot’s patriotism began to bestir itself ; and now if it had 
been anything, as he said, but “ that ’are flute** — as it was, he 
looked more than once at James’s fingers. 

“How under the sun could you learn to do that?” said he. 

“0, it’s easy enough,” said James, proceeding with another 
tune; and, having played it through, lie stopped a moment t<> # 
examine the joints of his flute, and in the mean time addressed 
Uncle I^ot : “ You can’t think how grand this is for pitching tunes 
— 1 always pitch the tunes on Sunday with it.” 

“Yes; hut I don’t think it’s a right and fit instrument for TUc 
Lord's house,” said Uncle Lot. 

“Why not? ftt is only a kind of along pitohpipe, you see,” said 
James! “ and, seeing the old one is broken, and this will answer, 

I don’t set* why it is not better than nothing.” 

“Why, yes, it may he better than nothing,” said Uncle Lot; 
“but, as 1 always tell draco and my wife, it ain’t the right kind of 
instrument, after all ; it ain’t solemn." 

“ Solemn !” said James; “ that is according as you work it : see 
here, now.” 

So saying, lie struck up Old Hundred, and proceeded through it 
with great perseverance. 

“ There, now !” said he. 

44 Well, well, 1 don’t know hut it is,” said Uncle Lot ; “but, as 
I said at first, I don’t like the look of it in mcctinV* 

“ But vet you really think it is better than nothing,” said James, 

4 * for you see* I couldn’t pitch my tunes without it.” 

“ Maybe ’tis,” said Uncle Lot: “hut that isn’t savin’ much.” 

This, however, was enough for Master Janies, who soon after 
departed, with his flute in hi* pocket, and Grace’s last words in his 
heart ; soliloquizing as he shut the gate, “ There, now I hope Aunt 
Solly won’t go to praising me ; for, just so sure as she does, I shall 
have it all to do over again.” 

James was right in his apprehension. Uncle Lot could be pri- 
vately converted, hut not brought to open confession ; and when, 
the next morning, Auut Sally remarked, in the kindness of her 

heart, — 

“ Well, 1 always knew you would come to like James,” Uncle 
Lot only responded, “ Who said 1 did like him ?” 

' 44 But Pm sure you mcmed to like him last night.” 

44 Why, I couldn’t turn him out o’ doors, could I ? I don’t think 
nothin* of him but what I alway s did.” 

Bat it was to be remarked that Uncle Lot contented himself at 
this time with the mere general avowal, without nmning it into 
particulars, as was formerly his Mont. It was evident that the ice 
nad begun to melt, but it might have been a long time in dissolving 
had not collateral incidents assisted. 
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It so happened that, about this time. George Griswold, the only 
win before referred to, returned t<* his native village, after having 
completed his theological studies at a neighbouring institution. It 
is interesting to mark the gradual development of mind and heart, 
from the time that the white-headed, bashful hoy quits the country 
\illag*- for college, to the period when he returns, a formed and 
matured man, to notice how gradually the rust of early prejudice, 
begins to cleave from him— -how his opinions, like his hand-writings 
pass from the cramped and limited forms of a country school into 
that confirmed and characteristic style which is to mark the titan 
for life. In George this change was remarkably striking. He w*as 
endowed by nature with uncommon acuteness of feeling and fond- 
w£ss for reflection -qualities as likely as any to render a child hack- 
ward and uninteresting in early life. 

When he left New hun for college, he was a taciturn and appa- 
rently phlegmatic boy, only evincing sensibility by blushing and 
looking particularly stupefied whenever any body spoke to him. 
Vacation after vacation passed, and he returned more ami more ait 
altered being; and he who once shrunk from the eye of the deacon, 
and was ready to <ink if he met the minister, now' moved about 
among the dignitaries of the place with ail the composure of a 
superior being. 

It was only to he regretted that, while the mind improved, the 
physical energies declined, and that e\ety visit to his home found 
him paler, thinner, and less prepared in body for the sacred pro- 
fession to which he had devoted himself. Jhit now he wail re- 
turned, a minister -a real minister, with a right to stand in the 
pulpit and preach: and what a joy and glory to Aunt .^ally — and 
to l ncle I^)t. if he were not ashamed to own it ! 

The first Sunday after he came, it was known far ami near that 
George Griswold was to preach ; and never was a more ready and 
expectant audience. 

As the time for reading the first psalm approached, you might 
see the white-headed men turning their faces attentively towards 
the pulpit; the anxious and expectant old women, with their little 
black iMinnets, bent forward to sec him rise. There were the 
children looking, because everybody else* looked; there was Uncle 
l<ot in the front pew, his face considerately adjusted ; there was 
Aunt Sally , seeming as pleased as a mother could seem ; and Miss 
Grace, lifting her sweet face to her brother, like a flower to the sun ; 
there was our friend James in the front gallery, his joyous counte- 
nance a little touched wdth sobriety and expectation ; in short, a 
more embarrassingly attentive audience never greeted the first 
effort of a young minister. Under these circumstances there was 
something touching in the fervent self-forgetfulness which clia* 
racteriiod the first exercises of the morning — something which 
moved every one in the house. 

The devout poetry of hit prayer, rich with the Orientalism 
of Scripture, aud eloquent with the expression of strong 
^hastened emotion, breathed orer his audience like wusie» hutting 
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every one to silence and beguiling every one to feeling. In the 
sermon, then* was the strong intellectual nerve, the constant 
oeourrenee of argument and statement, which distinguishes a New 
England diseoto s • ; hut it was touclcd with life by the intense, yet 
half- subdued, haling with which he seemed to utter it. Like the 
riivs of tin* sun, it enlightened and melted at tin* same moment. 

The strong j.eeuliarities of New England doctrine, involving, as 
they do, all the hidden machinery of mind, all the mystery of its 
divine relation'' and future progression, and all the tremendous 
uncertainties of its eternal good or ill, seemed to have dwelt in his 
mind, to have hunted in his thoughts, to have wrestled with his 
powers, and they gave to his manner the fervency almost of another 
world : while tin* exceeding paleness of his countenance and Tff 
treinulousness of voice that seemed to spring from bodily weakness, 
touched the strong workings of his mind with a pathetic interest, as if 
the being so earl v absorbed in another w o.dd could not be long for this. 

When the services were over, the congregation dispersed with the 
ilir of peoph* who had (fit rather th in hand : and all the criticism 
that followed was similar to that of old Deacon Hart— an upright, 
shrewd man - who, as he lingered a moment at the church door, 
turned and gazed with unwonted feeling at the young preacher. 

“lie’s a licked ere’tur said lie, the tears actually making 
their way to his eye**; “I hain’t been so near heaven this many 
a day. He's a blessed eiv’tur of the Lord: that’s my mind 
about him 1” 

As for our friend James. r,«.. was at first sobered, then deeply 
moved, mid at last wholly absorbed by the discourse ; and it was 
only when meeting was over that h- began to think where he really 
was. 

With all his versatile activity, James had a greater depth of 
mental capacity than he was himself aware of. and lie began to feel 
a sort of electric atbuitv for the min i that had touched him in a 
way so new ; and when lie saw tin* mild minister standing at the 
foot of the pulpit stairs, he made directly towards him. 

“ I do want t«* hear more from you,” said he, with a face full of 
earnestness; “ nun I walk home with you l"” 

“ It is* a long and warm walk,” said (Jcorge, smiling. 

“Oh, l don't care for that, if it does not trouble ;/<>»/,” said 
James; and leave Itcing gained, you might have seen them slowly 
passing along under the trees, James pouring forth all the floods of 
inquiry which the sudden impulse of his miud had brought out, 
and supplying his guide with more questions and problems for 
solution than he could have gone through with in a month. 

•* I cannot answer ail your questions now,” said he, as they 
stopped at Lucie Lot’s gate. 

“Well, then, when will you?” said James, eagerly. “ Let rac 
come home with you to-night ?” 

The minister smiled assent, and James d ‘parted so full of new 
thoughts, that he passed (trace without even seeing her. From 
that time a friendship commenced between the two, which was a 
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beautiful illustration of the affinities of opposites. It was like a 
friendship between morning and evening all freshness and sun- 
shine on one side, and all gentleness and peace on the other. 

The young minister, worn by long-continued ill health, by the 
fervency of his own feelings, and the gr:n ity of his own reasonings, 
found pleasure in the healthful buoyancy of a youthful, unexhausted 
mind, while Janies felt himself sobered ami made better by th© 
moonlight tranquillity of his friend. It is one mark of a superior 
mind to understand and be influenced by the superiority of others; 
ami this was the ease with James. The ascendancy which his new 
friend acquired over him was unlimited, and did more in a month 
towards consolidating and developing his character than all the four 
■fears’ course of a college. Our religious habits are likelv alwnya 
to retain the impression of the first seal which stamped tfiein, and 
in this case it was a peculiarly happy one. The calmness, the 
settled purpose, the mild devotion of his friend, formed a just alloy 
to the energftie and reckless buoyancy of James’s character, and 
awakened in him a set of feelings without w hich the most vigorous 
mind liiu^t he incomplete. 

The effect of the ministrations of the young pastor, in awakening 
attention to the subjects of his calling in the village, was marked, 
and of a kind which brought pleaMire to his own heart. Hut, like 
all other excitement, it tends to exhaustion, and it wax not long 
before he sensibly felt the decline of the powers of life. To th© 
best regulated mind there is something bitter in the relinquishment 
of projects for which we have been long and lalioriously preparing, 
and there is something far more bitter in crossing the long- 
cherished expectations of friends. All this George felt. He could 
not bear to look on his mother, hanging on his words and following 
his steps with eves of almost childi-h delight-- on his singular 
father, whose whole earthly ambition was bound up in his kucccm, 
and think how soon the “ candle of their old age*’ must he put out. 
When he returned from a successful effort, it wax painful to see the 
old man, so evidently delighted, and so anxious to conceal bis 
triumph, as he would scat himself in his chair, and begin with, 
“ George, that 'are doctrine is rather of a puzzler ; but you seem to 
think you've got the run on’t. I should re’ly like to know what 
business you have to think you know better than other folk* about 
it and, though he would cavil most courageously at all Georg©’* 
explanations, yet you might perceive, through all, that he was inly 
uplifted to hear how his boy could talk. 

If George wax engaged in argument with any one else, he would 
sit by, with his head bowed down, looking out from tinder hi* 
shaggy eyebrows with a shamefaced satisfaction very unusual with 
him. Expressions of affection from the naturally gentle are not half 
so touching ax those which are forced out from the hard-favoured 
and severe ; and George was affected, even to pain, by the evident 
pride and regard of his father. 

“ He never said so much to anybody before,” thought he, 11 and 
what will he do if I die V* 
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In such thoughts as these Grace found her brother engaged 
one still autumn morning, as he stood leaning against the garden 
fence. 

“What are you solemnizing here for, this bright day, brother 
George?” said she, as she bounded down the alley. 

The young man turned and looked on her happy face w ith a sort 
of twilight smile. 

“ How happy you are, Grace !” said he. 

44 To Im* sure I am ; and you ought to be too, because you are 
better.” 

“ 1 am happy, Grace — that is, I hope I shall be.” 

“You are sick, I know you are," said Grace; “you look worn 
out. Oh, 1 wish your heart could sprinn once, as mine does.” 

44 I am not well, dear Grace, and l fear I never shall he,” said lie, 
turning away, and fixing his eyes on the fading trees opposite. 

44 () George! dear George! don’t, don’t •Jay that ; you’ll break all 
our hearts,” said Grsve, with tears in her own e\cs. 

14 Yes, hut it is trur, sister: 1 do not feel it on m\ own aeeonnt so 

much as . However,” he added, 4t it will all he the same in 

heaven.” 

It was hut a week after this that a violent cold hastened the pro- 
gress of debility into a confirmed malady. lie sunk very fast. Aunt 
Sally, with the self deceit of a fond and cheerful heart, thought 
every day that “he would he better,” ami Uncle l.ot resisted con- 
viction with all the obstinate pertinacity of his character, while the 
sick man felt that he had not the heart to undeceive them. 

James was now at the house every day, exhausting all his energy 
and invention in the case of his friend ; and any one w ho had seen 
him in his hours of recklessness and glee, could scarcely recognize 
him as the being whose step was so careful, whose eve so watchful, 
whose voice and touch were so gentle, as he moved around the sick 
bed. Hut the same quickness which makes a mind buoyant in glad- 
ness, often makes it gentlest and most sympathetic in sorrow. 

It was now neurU morning in the sick room. George had l»cen 
restless and feverish all night ; hut towards day lie fell into a slight 
slumber, and James sat by his side, almost holding his breath lest he 
should waken him. It was yet dusk, hut the sky was brightening 
with a solemn glow, and the stars were beginning to disappear ; all, 
save the bright and morning one, which, standing alone in the east, 
looked tenderly through the casement, like the eye of our heavenly 
Father, watching over as when all earthly friendships are fading. 

George awoke with a placid expression' of countenance, and fixing 
hit eyes on the brightening sky, murmured faintly, — 

•‘The sweet, immortal morning sheds 
Its blushes round the •mlcres.” 

A moment after, a shade passed over his face ; he pressed his 
fingers over his eyes, and the tears dropped silently oa his pillow, 
“Geoige! dear George!” said James, bending over him. 
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“ It’s my friends— it’s my father my mother/’ said he, faintly. 

44 Jesu< Christ will watch over them/’ said James, soothingly, 

“ O, yes, l know he will ; for hr loxed his own which were in the 
world ; he loved them unto the end. Hut I am dying- aud before I 
have done any good.” 

“ (), do not say so,” said James; “think, think what you have 
done, if only for me. God bless jou for it ; Cod trill bless you for 
it; it will follow you to heaven ; it will bring me there. Yes, 1 will 
do as you have taught me. I w ill give my life, my soul, my whole 
strength to it; and then you will not have lived in vain.” 

George smiled, and looked upward; 44 his face was as that of an 
angel and James, in his warmth, continued, — 

. It is not I alone who can say this: we all bless you ; every one 
in this place blesses \ou; you will he had in everlasting remem- 
brance by some hearts here, I know.” 

44 Bless God!” said George. 

“ Wgdo,” said James. 44 I bless him that 1 ever knew you : we 
all blc v 's him, and we love you, and shall for ever.” 

The glow that had kindled over the pale face of the invalid again 
fadeil as he said — 

“ Hut, .1 antes, I must, 1 ought to tell my father and mother; 1 
ought to, and how ean 1 ?” 

At that moment the door opened, and Uncle Ia>t made hit 
appearance, lie seemed struck with the paleness of George's face ; 
aud coming to the side of the bed, he felt his pulse, and laid hit 
hand anxiously on his forehead, and clearing his voice several 
times, inquired “ if he didn’t feel a little better.” 

“ No, father,” said George; then taking his hand, he looked 
anxiously in his face, and seemed to hesitate a moment. “ Father/’ 
he began, “ you know that we ought to submit to <**>d." 

There was something in his expression at this moment which 
flashed the truth into the old man's mind. He dropped his son's hand 
with an exclamation of agony, and turning quickly, left the room. 

44 Father! father !” said Grace, trying to rouse him, as be stood 
with his arms folded by the kitchen window. 

“Get away, child !” said he, roughlj . 

“ Father, mother sajs breakfast is ready.” 

44 I don't want any breakfast,” said he, turning short about. 
“Sally, what are you fixing in that ’ere porringer?” 

4 * Oh, it'* only a little tea for George ; 'twill comfort him up, and 
make him feel letter, poor fellow.” 

44 You won’t make him feel better — lie’s gone,” said Uncle Ix>t, 
hoarsely. 

44 Oh, dear heart, no !” said Aunt Sally. 

44 lie still a’ contradicting me ; I won't he contradicted all the 
time by nobody. The short of the case is, that George is goto’ to 
die just as we’ve got hirn ready to Ik* a minister and all ; and I wish 

to pity I was in my grave myself, and so " said Uncle Lot, as 

he plunged out of the door, and shut it after him. 

It is well for man that there is one Being who sees the suffering 
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heart as it is, and not as it manifests itself through the repellances 
of outward infirmity, and who, perhaps, feels more for the stern and 
wayward than for those whose gentler feelings win for them human 
sympathy. With all his singularities, there was in the heart of 
Uncle Lot a depth of religious sincerity ; but there are few cha- 
racters where religion does anything more than struggle with 
natural defect, and modify what would else be far worse. 

In this hour of trial, all the native obstinacy and pertinacity of 
the old man’s character rose, and while he felt the necessity of sub- 
mission, it seemed impossible to submit: and thus, reproaching 
himself, struggling in vain to repress the murmurs of nature, re- 
pulsing from him all external sympathy, his mind was “ tempest- 
tossed, and not comforted/’ . 

It was on the still afternoon of the following Sabbath that he was 
sent for, in haste, to the chamber of his son. He entered, and saw 
that the hour was come. The family were all there. Grace and 
James side by side, bent over the d\ing one, and his mother sat 
afar oft’, with her face hid in her apron, 4 * that she might not seethe 
death of the child.” The aged minister was there, and the Bible 
lay open before him. The father walked to the side of the bed. 
He stood still and gazed on the face now brightening with “life 
and immortality.” The son lifted up his ejes; he saw his father, 
smiled, and put out his hand. “ I am glad i/ou are come,” said he. 44 0 
George, to the pity, don’t ! don't smile on me so! I know what is 
coming; I have tried and tried, and I can't, I cant have it so •/* «nd 
his frame shook, and he sobl*d audibly. The room was still as 
death ; there was none that seemed able to comfort him. At last 
the sou repeated, in a sweet hut interrupted voice, those words of 
man’s best Friend : “ Let not your heart be troubled; in iny Father’s 
house ure many mansions.” 

44 Yes; but 1 ain't At //> being troubled ; 1 suppose the laird’s will 
must tie done, but it’ll kill me.” 

•*0 fattier, don’t, don’t break my heart!” said the sou, much 
agitated. *‘ I shall see jou again in heaven, and you shall see me 
again ; and tlieu 4 your heart shall rejoice, aud your joy no man 
taketh from you.’” 

“ 1 never shall get to heaven if I feel as I do now,” said the old 
man. “ 1 Gamut have it so.” 

The mild face of the sufferer was overcast 44 1 wish he saw all 
that I do,” said he, in a low voice. Then looking towards the 
minister, he articulated, “ Pray for us.” 

They knelt in prayer. It was soothing, as real prayer always 
mnat he ; and when they rose, every one seemed more calm. But 
the aufferer was exhausted ; his countenance changed ; he looked 
o n his friends ; there was a faint whisper, 44 Peace 1 leave with 
yon,** — aud he was in heaven. 

We need not dwell on what followed. The seed sown by the 
righteous often blossoms over their grave, and so was it with this 
good man. The words of peace which he spoke unto his friends 
while lie was yet with them came into remembrance after be was 



U3CLE LOT. 39 

gone: and though he was laid in the grave within an \ tears, yet it 
was with softened and submissive ln-arts. 

“The I>ord Mess him.” said Lucie Lot, as he and James were 
standing, last of all, over the grave. “ l believe my heart is gone 
to heaven with him ; and J think the Lord really did kuow what was 
best, after all.” 

Our friend James seemed now to become the support of the family ; 
and the bereaved old man unconsciously began to transfer to him the 
affections that had been left vacant. 

“James,” said lie to him one day, “ I suppose you know that you 
are about the same to me as a son.” 

“ 1 hope so,” said James, kindly. 

“Well, well, you’ll go to college next week, and none o’ y’r 
■Beepin' school to get along. I've got enough to bring yon safe out 
— that i>, if you'll be \nt- and 'h-M,'* 

James knew the heart too well to refuse a favour in which the 
poor old man’s mind was combining itself. He bad the self- 
command to abstain from any extraordinary expressions of grati- 
tude. but took it kindly, as a mutter of course. 

“ Dear G race,” said he U, her, the last evening before he left 
home, “ I am changed: we both are altered since we first knew 
each other ; and now I am going to be gone a long time, but I am 
sure ” 

lie stopped to arrange his thoughts. 

“ Yes, you may he sure of all those things that you wish to say, 
and cannot,” said Grace. 

“Thank von,” said James; then, looking thoughtfully, ho 
added, “God help me. 1 believe I have mind enough to be what 
1 mean to: but whatever I am or have shall be given to God and 
my fellow -men; and then, (Lace, your brother \u heaven will 
rejoice over me.” 

I believe he does now," -aid Gran. “ God bless you, James; l 
don’t know what would have beemm* of tis if you had not been here," 

“ Yes, you will live to be like him, and to do even more good,” 
she added, her face brightening as she spoke, till James thought 
she really must be right. 

»**•*■• 

It was five years after this that James was spoken of ns an 
eloquent and successful minister in the state of C\, and was settled 
in one of its most thriving villages. I-ate one autumn evening, a 
tall, bony, hard-favoured man was observed making his way mto 
the outskirts of the place. 

“ Halloa, there !” he called to a man over the other side of a 
fence ; “ w hat town is this ere ?” 

“ It’s Farmington, sir.” 

“ Well, 1 want to kuow if you know anything of a b>y of mine 
that lives here?” 

“ A boy of yours? Who ?” 

“ Why I’ve got a lx>y here, that’s livin’ on the town , and I thought 
I’d jest look him up.” 
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“ I don’t know any boy that is living on the town. What's his 
name ?” 

“ Why,” said the old mau, pushing his hat oft’ from his forehead, 
“ I believe they call him James Kenton.” 

“ James llenton ! Why, that is our minister’s name !” 

0, wal, 1 believe he is the minister, come to think out. He’s a 
boy o’ mine, though. Where does he live ?” 

44 In that white house that you see set back from the road there, 
with all those trees round it.*’ 

At this instant a tall, manly-looking person approached from 
behind. Have we not seen that face before ? It is a touch graver 
than of old ; and its lines have a more thoughtful significance ; hut 
ull the vivacity of James Benton sparkles in that quick smile as his 
eye falls on the old man. 

“ I thought you could not keep away from us long,” said he, with 
the prompt cheerfulness of Ins boyhood, and layiug hold of both of 
Uncle loot’s hard hands. 

They approached the gate : a bright face glances past the window, 
and in a moment Grace is at the door. 

44 Father! dear father!” 

44 You’d better make believe be so glad,” said Uncle Lot, his eyes 
glistening as he spoke. 

44 Come, come, father, I have authority in these days,” said 
Grace, drawing him towards the house ; 44 so no disrespectful 
speeches : away with your hat and coat, ami sit down in this great 
chair.” 

“So, ho! Miss Grace,” said Uncle Lot, “you are at your old 
tricks, ordering round us usual. Well, if 1 must, I must so dowu 
he sat. 

44 Father,” said Grace, as he was leaving them after a lew days’ 
stay, 44 it’s Thanksgiving day next month, and you aud mother 
must come and stay with us.” 

Accordingly, the following mouth, found Aunt Sally and Uncle 
Lot by the minister’s fireside, delighted witnesses of the Thanks- 
giving presents which a willing people were pouring in ; and the 
next day they hod once more the pleasure of seeing a son of theirs 
in the sacred desk, and hearing a sermon that every body said was 
44 the best that he ever preached and it is to be remarked, that 
this was the standing commentary on all James's discourses, so that 
it was cvideut he was going ou unto perfection. 

44 There’s a great deal that’s worth having in this ’ere life after 
all,** said Unde Lot, os he sat by the coals of the bright evening 
fire of that day ; 44 that is, if we'd only take it when the Lord lays 
It in our way . 

44 Yes,” said James; 44 and let us only take it as we should, and 
this life will be cheerfulness, and the next fulness of joy.” 
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IIow many kinds of beauty there are! How many even in the 
humuu form ! There are the bloom ami motion of childhood, the 
freshness and ripe perfection of youth, the dignity of manhood, the 
softness of woman— all di Here nt, yet each in its kind perfect. 

But there is none so peculiar, none that bears more the image of 
the heavenly, than the beauty of Christian old a ye. It is like the 
loveliness of those calm autumn days, when the heats of summer are 
•past, when the harvest is gathered into the guruer,aml the sun shines 
over the placid fields and fading woods, which stand waiting for 
their last change. It is a beauty more strictly moral, more belong- 
ing* to the soul, than that of any other period of life. Poetic fiction 
always paints the old man as "a Christian; nor is there any period 
where the virtues of Christianity seem to find a more harmonious 
dcvelopcwent. The aged man, who has outlived the hurry of pas- 
sion — who has withstood the urgency of temptation — who lias con- 
centrated the religious impulses of youth into habits of obedience 
and love — who, having served his generation by the will of God, 
now leans in helplessness ou Him wfiom once he served, is, perhaps, 
one of the most faultless representatious of the beauty of holiness 
that this world affords. 

Thoughts something like these arose in my mind as I slowly 
turned my footsteps from the graveyard of my native village, where 
1 had been wandering after years of absence. It was a lovely spot 
— a soft slope of ground close by a little stream, that ran sparkling 
through the cedars ami junipers beyond it, while on the other side 
arose a green hill, with the white village laid like a necklace of 
pearls upon its bosom. 

There is no feature of the landscape more picturesque and pecu- 
liar than that of the graveyard — that “ city of the silent," as it is 
beautifully expressed by the Orientals- standing amid the bloom and 
fejoiciug of uature, its white stones glittering in the snn, a memo- 
rial of decay, a link between the living and the dead. 

As I moved slowly from mound to mound, and read the inscrip- 
tions, which purported that many a money-saving man, and many a 
busy, anxious housewife, and many a prattling, half- blossomed child, 
had done with care or mirth, I was struck with a plain slab, bearing 
the inscription, “ To the memory of Deacon Enos Dudley, echo died m 
Am hundredth year.*’ My eye was caught by this inscription, for in 
other years 1 had well known the person it recorded. At this instant, 
his mild and venerable form arose before me as erst it used to rise 
from the deacon’s seat, a straight close slip just below the pulpit. I 
recollect his quiet and lowly coming into meeting, precisely ten 
•minutes before the time, every Sunday, — his tall form a little stoop- 
iug,— his best suit of butternut-coloured Sunday clothes, with long 
fiaps and wide cuffs, on one of which two pins were always to be 
seen stuck in with the most reverent precision. When seated, the 
top of the pew came just to his chin, so that his silvery, placid head 
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rose above it like the moon above the horizon. Ilis head was one 
that might have been sketched for a St. John — bald at the top, 
and around the temples adorned with a soft flow of bright tine 
hair, — 

That down his shoulders reverently spread, 

As hoary frost with spangles doth attire 

The naked branches of an oak half dead.” 

He was then of great age, and every line of his patient face seemed 
to say, “And now, Lord, what wait I for?” Yet still jear after 
year, was lie to be seen in the same place, with the same dutiful 
punctuality. 

The sendees he offered to his God were all given with the exact- 
ness of an ancient Israelite. No words could have persuaded him of 
the propriety of meditating when the choir was singing, or of sitting 
down, even through infirmity, before the close of the longest prayer 
that ever was offered. A mighty contrast was he to his fellow-offi- 
cer, Deacon Abrams, a tight, little, trippiug, well-to-do man, who 
used to sit beside him with his hair brushed straight up like a little 
blaze, his coat buttoned up trig and close, his psalm book in hand, 
and his quick gray eyes turned first on one side of the broad aisle, and 
then on the other, anil then up into the gallery, like a man who came 
to church on business, and felt responsible for everything that was 
going on in the house. 

A great hinderauee was the business talent of this good little man 
to the enjoyments of us youngsters, w ho, perched along in a row on 
a low seat iu front of the pulpit, attempted occasionally to diversify 
the long hour of sermon by sundry small exercises of our own, such 
as making our handkerchiefs into rabbits, or exhibiting, in a sly way, 
the apples and gingerbread we had brought for a Sunday dinner, or 
pulling the bars of some discreet meeting-going dogs who now and 
then would soberly pitapat through the broad aisle. l>ut woe be to 
us during our contraband sjKjrts, if we saw Deacon Abram’s sleek 
head dodging up from behind the top of the deacon’s seat. Instantly 
all the apples, gingerbread, and huudkerchiefs vanished, and we all 
sat with our hands folded, looking as demure as if we understood 
every word of the sermon, and more too. 

There was a great contrast between these two deacons in their 
services and prayers, when, as was often the case, the absence of the 
pastor devolved on them the burden of conducting the duties of the 
sanctuary. That God was great and good, and that we all were 
tinners, were truths that seemed to have melted into the heart of 
Deacon Enos, so that his \ery soul and spirit were bowed down with 
them. With Deacon Abrams it was an undisputed fact, which he 
had settled long ago, and concerning which he felt that there could be 
no reasonable doubt, and his bustling way of dealing with the matter 
teemed to say that he knew that and a great many things besides. 

Deacon Enos was known far and near as a very proverb for 
peacefulness of demeanour and unbounded charitableness in cover- 
m§ and excusing the faults of others. As long as there was any 
doubt in a case of alleged evil-doing, Deacon Enos guessed “the 
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man did not mean any barm, after all and when transgression 
l>ccame too barefaced for this excuse, he always guessed 44 it waVt 
best to say much about it ; nobody could tell what thy might he 
left to.’* 

Some incidents in his life will show more clearly these traitf. A 
certain shrewd landholder, by the name of Jones, who was not 
well reported of in the matter of honesty, sold to Deacon Enos a 
valuable lot of land, and received the money for it ; hut, under 
various pretences, deferred giving the deed. Soon after, he died ; 
^nd, to the deacon’s amazement, the deed was nowhere to he found, 
while this wry lot of land was left by will to one of his daughters. 

The deacon said “it was very ext rao’ nary : he always knew 
that* Seth Jones was considerably sharp al>oiit moucy, hut he did 
not think he would do such a right up-and-down wicked thing.” 
So the old man repaired to ’Squire A1 h* 1 to state the cast*, aud see if 
there wa* any redress. “ I kinder hate to tell of it,” said he ; 44 but, 
’Squire Abel, you know Mr. Joues \*a> -was — u-htt Ac tm«, even if 
he is dead and gone This was the nearest approach the old 
gentleman could make to specifying a heavy charge ugainst the 
dead. On being told that the ease admitted of no redress, Deacon 
Enos comforted himself with half soliloquizing, ‘‘Well, at any 
rate, the land has gone to those two girls, poor lone critters— I hope 
it will do them some good. There is Silence — we won’t say much 
about her; but Sukey is a nice, pretty girl.” And so the old man 
departed, leaving it as his opinion that, since the matter could not 
be mended, it was just as well not to say any thing about it. 

Now, tlie two girls here mentioned (to wit, Silence and Sukey) 
were the eldest and the youngest of a numerous family, the offspring 
of three wives of Seth Jones, of whom these two were the sole 
survivors. The elder. Silence, was a tall, strong, black-eyed, hard- 
featured woman, verging upon forty, with a good, loud, resolute 
voice, and what the Irishman would call ” a dacent notion of using 
it.” Why she was called was a standing problem to the 

neighbourhood ; for she had more faculty and inclination for 
making a noise than any person in the whole township. Miss 
Silence was one of those persons who have no disposition to yield 
any of their own rights. She inarched up to all controverted 
matters, faced down all opposition, held her way lustily and with 
good courage, making men, women, and children turn out for her, 
as they would for a mail stage. So evident was her innate deter- 
mination to be free and independent, that, though she was the 
daughter of a rich man, and well portioned, only one swain was 
ever heard of who ventured to solicit her hand in marriage ; and he 
was sent otf with the assurance that, if he ever showed his face 
about the house again, she would set the dogs on him. 

But Susan J ones was as different from her sister as the little 
graceful convolvulus from the great rough stick that supports it. At 
the time of which we speak she was just eighteen; a modest, 
slender, blushing girl, as timid and shrinking os her sister was bald 
and hardy. Indeed, the education of poor Susan had cost tits* 
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Silence much painstaking and trouble, and, after all, she said 44 the 
girl would make a fool of herself; she never could teach her to be 
up qnd down with people, as she was.” 

When the report came to Mfss Silence’s ears that Deacon Enos 
considered himself as aggrieved by her father’s will, she held forth 
upon the subject with t great strength of courage and of lungs. 
44 Deacon Enos might be in better business than in trying to cheat 
orphans out of their rights — she hoped he would go to law about it, 
and see what good he would get by it— a pretty church member and 
deacon, to be sure ! getting up such a story about her poor fathe^, 
dead and gone!” 

44 Hut, Silence,” said Susan, “ Deacon Enos is a good man : I do 
not think he means to injure any one ; there must be some mistake 
about it.” 

“Susan, you are a little fool, as I have always told you,” replied 
Silence; “you would be cheated out of your eye teeth if you had 
not me to take care of you.” 

Hut subsequent events brought the affairs of these two damsels in 
closer connection with those of Deaeon Enos, as we shall proceed to 
show. 

It happened that the next-door neighbour of Deacon Enos was a 
certain old farmer, whose crabbed ness of demeanour had procured 
for him the name of Un:!c Jaw . This agreeable surname accorded 
very well with the general characteristics both of the person and 
manner of its possessor. He was tall and hard-favoured, with an 
expression of countenance much resembling a north-east rain storm 
— a drizzling, settled sulkiness, that seemed to defy all prospect of 
clearing off, and to take comfort in its own disagreeableness. His 
voice seemed to have taken lessons of his face, in such admirable 
keepiug was its sawiug, deliberate growl with the pleasing physiog- 
nomy before indicated. Hy nature he was endowed with one of 
those active, acute, hair-splitting minds, which can raise forty 
questions for dispute on any point of the compass ; had he been an 
educated man, he might have proved as clever a metaphysician os 
ever threw dust in the eyes of succeeding generations. Hut being 
deprived of these advantages, he nevertheless exerted’ himself to 
quite as useful a purpose in puzzling and mystifying w homsoever 
came in lais way. But his activity particularly exercised itself in 
the line of the law, as it was his meat and drink, and daily medita- 
tion, either to find something to go to law about, or to go to law 
about something he had found. There was always some question 
about an old rail fence that used to run “ <i lev tic more to the left 
hand,” or that was built up, 44 a UctU more to the right hand,” and 
to cut off a strip of his “ mcxUL-r /,«*</,” or else there was some 
outrage of Peter Somebody’s turkeys getting into his mowing, or 
Squire Moses’s geese were to be shut ;tip in the town pound, or 
something equally important kept him busy from year’s end to 

J ear’s end. Now, as a matter of private amusement, this might 
ave answered very well ; but then, Uncle Jaw was not satisfied to 
fight his own battles, but must needs go from house to house, 
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narrating the whole length and breadth of the case, with all the mv, 
Ac's and > <;< > /’>, ami the / /<■//’«/ A iWi and A<- »«cVr, which do 
either accompany or How therefrom. Moreover, he had such a 
marvellous facility of finding out matters to quarrel about, and of 
letting every one else know where they, too. could muster a quarrel, 
that he generally succeeded in keeping the whole neighbourhood by 
the ears. 

And as good Deacon linos assumed the office of pcace-iuukcr for 
the village, l* ncle Jaw’s efficiency rendered it no sinecure. The 
deacon always followed the steps of Uuch* Jaw, smoothing, hushing 
up, and putting matters aright with an assiduity that was truly 
wonderful. 

Ihttde Jaw himself had a great respect for the good man, and, in 
common with all the neighbourhood, sought unto him for counsel, 
though, like other seekers of advice, he appropriated only so much 
as seemed good in his own eyes. 

Still he took a ’kind of pleasure iu dropping in of an evening to 
Deacon Knos’s fire, to recount the various matters w hich he had 
taken or w;e to take in hand : at one time to narrate “ how he had 
been over the milldam, telling old (J runny (’lark that she could get 
the law t»f Seth Scran about that pasture lot,” or else “how he had 
told Ziuh Bacon s widow that she had a right to shut up Bill 
Scranton’s pig every time she caught him in front of her house." 

But the grand “ matt.T of matters.” and the one that took up the 
most of l‘nele Jaw’s spare time, lay in a dispute Ix-tween him aud 
'Squire Jos.cs the father of Susui and Silence ; for it so happened 
that his lamls and those of rude Jaw were contiguous Now, 
the matter of dispute was on this wise: On ’Squire Jones’s land 
there was a null, which mill Uncle Jaw averred was “always a* 
flooding his medder land.” As I ncle Jaw's •* medder land " waa 
by nature half bog and bulrushes, and therefore liable to Ik* found 
in a wet condition, there was always a happy obscurity as to where 
the water came from, and whether there was at any time more 
there than belonged to his share. So, when all other subject 
matters of dispute failed, Uncle Jaw recreated himself with getting 
up a lawsuit about his “medder laud;" and one of these cases 
wa« in pendency when, by the death of the Squire, the estate was 
left to Susan and Silence, his daughters. When, therefore, the 
rejxirl reached him that Deacon Kuos had been cheated out of his 
dues. Uncle Jaw prepared forthwith to go and compare notes. 
Therefore, oue evening, as Deacon Kuos was sitting quietly by the 
fire, musing and reading with his big Bible open before him, he 
heard the promonitory symptoms of a visitation from Uncle Jaw 
on his door scraper : and soon the man made bis appearance, 
AJter seating himself directly in front of the fire, with his elbows 
on his knees, and his hands spread out over the coals, he looked 
up in Deacon Kuo*'* mild face with bis little inquisitive gray eye*, 
and remarked, by way of opening the subject, “ Well, duacon, old 
’Squire Jones is gone at last, I wonder how much good all his laud 
▼ul do him nor/* 
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“ Yen/ 9 replied Deacon Enos, 44 it jnst shows how all these things 
are not worth striving after. We brought nothing into the world, 
ami it is certain we can carry nothing out.” 

“Why, yes,” replied Uncle Jaw, “that’s all very right, deacon, 
hut it was strange how that old ’Squire Jones did hang on to things. 
Now, that mill of his, that was always soaking off water into these 
liicdders of mine — I took and tell’d 'Squire Jones ju<4 how it was 
pretty nigh twenty times, and yet he would keep it just so ; and now 
he's dead and gone, there is that old gal Silence is full as bad, and 
makes more noise ; and sho and Stike have got the land ; but, you 
see, 1 mean to work it yet.” 

Here Uncle Jaw paused to see whether he had produced any 
sympathetic excitement in Deacon Enos : hut the old man sat w ithout 
the least emotion, quietly contemplating the top of the long kitchen 
shovel. Uncle Jaw fidgeted in his chair, and changed his mode of 
attack for one mure direct. “ l heard ’em tell, Deacon Enos, that 
the squire served you something of an unhandy sort of trick about 
that 'ere lot of land.” 

Still Deacon Enos made no reply ; hut Unele Jaw’s persever- 
ance was not so to he put off, and he recommenced. “ ’Squire 
Abel, you sec, he tel I’d me how the matter was, and he said he did 
not see as it could he mended; but I took and toll’d him, ‘’Squire 
Abel/ says 1, 4 I’d bet pretty nigh 'most anything, if Deacon Enos 
would tell the matter to n»e, that 1 could find a hole for him to 
creep out at; for/ says !, ‘I’ve seen daylight through more 
twistical cases than that afon* now.’ ” 

Still Deaeon Enos remained mute; and Uncle Jaw. after waiting 
a while, recommenced with, “Jlut, rail ly, deacon, 1 should like to 
hear the particulars.” 

“ I have made up my mind not to say anything more about that 
business,” said Deacon Enos, in a tone which, though mild, was 
so exceedingly definite, that Uncle Jaw felt that the case was hope- 
less in that quarter ; he therefore l>etook himself to the statement of 
his own grievances. 

44 Why, you see, deacon,” he began, at the same time taking the 
tongs, and picking up all the little brands, and disposing them in 
the middle of the fire. — “you see, two days arter the funeral, 'for 
I didn't raillv like to go any sooner, ' I stcpjwd np to hash over 
the matter with old Silence ; for as to Sukey, she ha’n’t no more 
to do with such things than onr white kitten. Now, you see, 
'Squire Jones, just afore he died, he took away an old rail fence of 
hit'n that lay between his land and mine, and began to build a new 
stone wall ; and when 1 come to measure, I found he had took and 
put a' most the whole width of the stone wall on to my land, when 
there ought not to have been more than half of it come there. 
Now, you see, I could not say n word to Squire Jones, because. 
Jest before I found it out, he took and died ; and so 1 thought I’d 
speak to old Silence, and see if she meant to do anything about 
if, ’cause I knew pretty well she wouldn’t ; and I tell you, if she 
didn't put it on to me ! We had a regular pitched battle — the old 
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pal, I thought she would ’a screamed hemelf to death! I don't 
know hut she would, but just then poor Sukey came in, and looked 
so frightened and searev — Sukey is a pretty gal, and looks so tremb- 
ling and dedicate, that it’s kinder a shauie to plague her, mid so I 
took and come away for that time ” 

Here Uncle Jaw perceived a brightening in the face of the pood 
deacon, and felt exceedingly comforted that at last he was alxnit to 
interest him in his story. 

Hut all this while the deacon had been in a profound meditation 
concerning the ways and means of putting a stop to a (piarrel 
that had been his torment from time immemorial, and just at this 
moment a plan had struck his miml which our story will proceed to 
unt'wld. 

The mode of settling differences which had occurred to the pood 
man was one which has been considered a specific in reconciling 
contending sovereigns and states from early antiquity, and the 
deacon hoped it might have a pacifying influence even in so itupro- 
luisiuu a ease as that of Miss Silence and I nch* Jaw. 

In former days. Deacon Kuos had kept the district school for several 
successive winters, and among his scholars was the gentle Susan 
Jones, then a plump, rosy little girl, with blue eyes, curly hair, and 
the sweetest disposition in the world. There was also little Joseph 
Adams, the only son of Uncle Jaw, a fine, healthy, robust boy, who 
used to sjn-11 the longest words make the best snowballs and poplar 
whistles, and read the loudest and fastest in the Columbian Orator 
of any boy at school. 

Little Jo«* inherited all his father’s sharpness, with a double share 
of good humour: so that, though he was forever effervescing in 
the way of one funny trick or another, lie was a universal favourite, 
not only with the deacon, hut with the whole school. 

Master Joseph always took little Susan Jones under his especial 
protection, drew her to school on his sled, helped her out with 
all tiie long sums in her arithmetic, saw to it that nobody pillaged 
her dinner basket, or knocked down her bonnet, and resolutely 
whipped or snowballed any other boy who attempted the same 
gallantries. Years passed on, and Uncle Jaw bad sent his son to 
college. He sent him because, as he said, be had “o ri*/ht to send 
him ; just as good a right as 'Squire Abel or Deacon Abrams to send 
their !>oys, and so lie wild send him/' It was the remembrance of 
his old favourite Joseph, and his little pet Susan, that came across 
the mind of Deacon Enos, and which seemed to open a gleam 
of light in repaid to the future. So, when Uuele Jaw had finished 
his prelection, the deacon, after seme meditation, came out with, 

Kailly, they say that your son is going to have the valedictory in 
college.” 

Though somewhat startled at the abrupt transition, Uncle Jaw 
found the suggestion too flattering to his pride to be dropped ; so, 
with a countenance grimly expressive of his satisfaction, he replied, 
“Why, yes— yes— l don’t see no reason why a poor mans son 
ha’n’t as much right as any one to be at the top, if be can get thdffe.” 
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"Just so,” replied Deacon Enos. 

“lie was always the boy for laming, and for nothing else/* 
continued Uncle Jaw; “put him to farming, could ’nt make nothing 
of him. If I sot him to hoeing corn or hilling potatoes, I'd always 
find him stopping to chase hop-toads, or off after chip-squirrels. 

•'But set him down to a hook, and there he was ! That boy larnt 
reading the quickest of any boy that ever I saw : it wasn’t a month 
after he Iwgan his a 6, «/»#, before lie could read in the ‘ Fox and 
the Brambles,’ and in a month more he could clatter off* his chapter 
in the Testament as fast as any of them ; and you see, in college,, 
it’s jest so — he has ris right up to he first.” 

“And lie is coming home week after ’next,” said the deacon, 
meditatively. • 

The next morning, as Deacon Enos was eating his breakfast, he 
quietly remarked to his wife, “ Sally, 1 believe it was week after 
next you were meaning to have your quilting?” 

“Why, 1 never told you so: what alive makes you think that, 
Deacon Dudley?” 

“ 1 thought thut was your calculation, *’ said the good man, quietly. 

“ Why, no ; to he sure, I ran have it, and may be it’s the best of 
any time, if we can get Black Dinah to come and help about the 
cakes and pies. 1 guess we will, finally.” 

“I think it’s likely \ou had better,” replied the deacon, “and we 
will have all the young folks here.” 

And now let us pass ovir all the intermediate pounding, and 
grinding, and chopping, which for the next week foretold approach- 
ing festivity in the kitchen of the deacon. Let us forbear to provoke 
the appetite of a hungry reader by setting in order before him the 
minced pies, the cranberry tarts, the pumpkin pies, the doughnuts, 
the cookies, and other sweet cakes of every description, that sprang 
into lifting at the magic touch of Black Dinah, the village priestess 
on all these solemnities. Suffice it to say that the day had arrived, 
mid the auspicious quilt was spread. 

The invitation had not failed to include the Misses Silence and 
Susan Jones — nay, the good deacon had pressed gallantry into the 
matter so far as to he the hearer of the message himself; for which 
he was duly rewarded by a broadside from Miss Silence, giving him 
what she termed a piece of her mind in the matter of the rights of 
widows and orphaus ; to all which the good old man listened with 
great benignity from the beginning to the end, and replied with, — 

“ Well, well, Miss Silence, I expect you will think better of this 
before long ; there had best not be any hard words about it.” So 
flaying, he took up his hat and walked off, while Miss Silence, who 
ifelt extremely relieved by having blown off steam, declared that 
*' it was of no more use to hector old Deacon Enos than to fire a gun at 
a bag of Cotton wool. For all that, though, she shouldn't go to the' 
quilting*; nor more should Susan.” 

“But, sister, why not ?” said the little maiden; “I think I aW/ 
go,” Ami Su*au laid this in a tone so mildly positive that Silence 
was amazed. 
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u What upon ’arth ails yon, Susan?” said she, opening her eyes 
with astonishment; “haven’t you any more spirit than to go to 
Deacon Enos's when he is doing all he can to ruin us? M 

“ I like Deacon Enos,” replied Susan ; “ he was always kind to 
me when 1 was a little girl, and I am not going to believe that he 
is a bad man now." 

When a young lady states that she is not going to believe a thing, 
good judges of human nature generally give up the case ; but Miss 
Silence, to whom the language of opposition and argument was 
entirely new, could scarcely give her ears credit for veracity in the 
Vase ; she therefore repeated over exactly what she said before, 
only in a much louder tone of voire, and with much more vehement 
for^ns of asseveration— a mode of reasoning which, if not strictly 
logical, has at least the sanction of very respectable authorities 
among the enlightened and learned. 

M Silence,” replied Susan, when the storm had spent itself, 41 if it 
did not look like being angry with Deacon Kno«, I would stay away 
to oblige you ; hut it would seem to every one to lie taking sides in 
a quarrel, and I never did, and never will, have any part or lot in 
such things.” 

“ Then you’ll just be trod and trampled on all your days, Susan/' 
replied Silence ; but, however, if you choose to make a fool of your- 
self, / don’t and so saying, she flounced out of the room in great 
wrath. It so happened, however, that Miss Silencc,was one of those 
who have so little economy in disposing of a fit of anger, that it 
was all used up before the time of execution arrived. It followed 
of consequence, that, having unburdened her mind freely both to 
Deacon Enos and to Susan, she began to feel very much more 
comfortable and good-natured; and consequent upon that came 
divers reflections upon the many gossiping opportunities and 
comforts of a quilting; and then the intrusive little reflection, 
44 What if she should go, after all; what harm would be done?" 
and then the inquiry, “ Whether it was not her duty to go and look 
after Susan, poor child, who had no mother to watch over her?” 
In short, before the time of preparation arrived, Miss Silence had 
fully worked herself up to the magnanimous determination of 
going to the quilting. Accordingly, the next day, while Susan 
was standing before her mirror, braiding np her pretty hair, she 
was startled by the apparition of Miss Silence coming into the 
room ms stiff as a changeable silk and a high born comb could make 
her: and “grimly determined was her look.” 

44 Well, $osan/ r said she, 44 if you vilt go to the quilting this after* 
noon, I think it is my duty to go and see to you.” 

What wonld people do if this convenient shelter of duty did not 
afford them a retreat in cases when they are disposed to change 
their minds? Susan suppressed the arch smile that, in spite of 
herself, laughed out at the corners of her eyes, and told her 
sister that the was much obliged to her for her care. So off they 
went together. 

Silence in the mean time held forth largely on the importance of 

.s 
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standing up for one’s rights, and not letting one’s self be trampled 
on. 

The afternoon passed on, the elderly ladies quilted and talked 
scandal, and the younger ones discussed the merits of the various 
beaux who were expected to give vivacity to the evening entertaiu- 
•ment. Among these the newly-arrived Joseph Adams, just from 
college, with all his literary honours thick about him, became a 
prominent subject of conversation. 

It was duly canvassed whether the young gentleman might be 
called handsome, and the affirmative was carried by a large majority , 
although there were some variations and exceptions; one of the* 
party declaring his whiskers to be in too high a state of cultivation, 
another maintainjmg that they were in the exact line of beauty, 
while a third vigorously disputed the point whether he wore whiskers 
at all. It was allowed by all, however, that he had been a great 
beau in the town where he had passed his college days. It was 
also inquired into whether he were matrimonially engaged ; and the 
negative being understood, they diverted themselves with predicting 
to one another the capture of such a prize; each prophecy being 
received with such disclaimers as “ Come now 1” “ Do be still V* 
“ Hush your nonsense 1” and the like. 

At leugth the long-wished-for hour arrived, and one by one the 
lords of the creation began to make their appearance ; and one of 
the last was this much-admired youth. 

“That is Joe Adams J” “'lhat is he!” was the busy whisper, 
as a tall, well-looking young man came into the room, with the easy 
air of one who had seen several things before, and was not to be 
abashed by the combined blaze of all the village beauties. 

Iu truth, our friend Joseph had made the most of his residence in 
N., paying hjs court no less to the Graces than the Muses. His fine 
person, his frank, manly air, his ready conversation, and his faculty 
of universal adaptation, had made his society much coveted among 
the b&au mmiie of N.: and though the place was small, he had 
become familiar with much good society. 

We hardly know whether we may venture to tell our fair readers 
the whole truth in regard to our hero. We will merely hint, in 
the gentlest manner in the world, that Mr. Joseph Adams, being 
undeniably first in the classics and first in the drawing-room, having 
been gravel? commended in his class by his venerable president, 
and garljr flattered in the drawing-room by the elegant Miss This 
and Miss That, was rather inclining to the opinion that he was an 
uncommonly fine fellow, and even had the assurance to think that, 
under present circumstances, he could please without making any 
great effort —a thing which, however true it were in point of fact, is 
obviously improper to be thought of by a young man. Be that as 
il may. he moved about from one to another, shaking with all 
the M ladies, and listening with the greatest affability to the various 
ooamkents on his growth and personal appearance, his pouits of resem- 
blance to his father, mother, grandfather, and grandmother, which are 
always detected by the superior acumen of clderi y females. 
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Among the younger ones, he at once, and with tall frankness, 
recognized old schoolmates, nnd partners in various whortleberry, 
chestnut, and strawberry excursions, and thus called out an abundant 
flow of conversation. Nevertheless, his eye wandered occasionally 
around the room, as if in search of something not there. What 
could it be? It kindled, however, with an expression of sodden 
brightness as he perceived the tall and spare figure of Miss Silence; 
whether owing to the personal fascinations of that lady, or to other 
eauses, we leave the reader to determine. 

, Miss Silence had predetermined never to speak a word again to 
Uncle Jaw or any of his race ; hut she was taken by surprise at the 
frank, extended hand and friendly 44 how d’ye do?*' It was not In 
woman to resist so cordial an address from a* handsome young roan f 
and Miss Silence gave her hand, and replied with a graciousness 
that amazed herself. At this moment, also, certain soft blue eyes 
peeped forth from a cx>rner, just 44 to see if he looked as he used to.** 
Yes, there he was! the same dark, mirthful eyes that used to peer 
on her from behind the corners of the spelling-book at the district 
school ; and Susan Jones gave a deep sigh to those times, and then 
wondered why she happened to think of such nonsense. 

44 How is your sister, little Miss Susan?” said Joseph. 

44 Why, she is here— have you not seen her?” said Silence; 
“there she is, in that corner.” 

Joseph looked, but could scarcely recognize her. There stood a 
tall, slender, blooming girl, that might have been selected as a 
specimen of that union of perfect health with delicate fairness SO 
characteristic of the young New Kngland beauty. 

She was engaged "in telling some merry story to a knot of young 
girls, and the rich colour that, like a bright spirit, constantly went 
and came in her cheeks ; the dimples, quick and varying as those o f 
a little brook ; the clear, mild eye; the clustering curls, and, above 
all, the happy, rejoicing smile, and the transparent frankness and 
simplicity of expression which beamed like sunshine about her, all 
formed a combination of charms that took our hero unite by surprise ; 
and when Silence, who had a remarkable degree of directness in all 
her dealings, called out , 44 Here, Susan, is Joe Adams Inquiring after 
yon!” onr practised young gentleman felt himself colour to the 
roots of his hair, and for a moment he could scarce recollect that 
first rudiment of manners, 44 to make his bow like a good boy.** 
Susan coloured also ; but perceiving the confusion of our hero, her 
countenance assumed an expression of mischievous drollery, which, 
helped on by the titter of her companions, added not a little to his 
confusion. 

“Dense take it! 4 * thought he, 44 what’s the matter with met” 
and, calling up his courage, he dashed into the formidable circle of 
fair ones, and began chattering with one and another, calling by 
name with or without introduction, remembering things that never 
happened, with a freedom that was perfectly fascinating. 

41 Really how handsome he has grown !” thought Susan ; and she 
coloured deeply when once or twice the dark eyes of our hero made 
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the same observation with regard to herself, in that quick, intelligible 
dialect which eyes alone can speak. And when the little party dis- 
persed, as they did very punctually at nine o’clock, our hero 
requested of Miss Silence the honour of attending her home— an 
evidence of discriminating taste which materially raised him in the 
estimation of that lady. It was true, to be sure, that Susan walked 
on the other side of him, her little white hand just within his arm; 
and there was something in that light touch which puzzled him 
unaccountably, as might he inferred from the frequency with which 
Miss Silence was obliged to bring up the ends of conversation with, 
“What did you say?” “What were you going to say?” ami 
other persevering forms of inquiry, with which a regular-trained 
matter-of-fact talker will hunt down a poor fellow-mortal who is. in 
danger of sinking into a comfortable reverie. 

When they parted at the gate, however. Silence gave our hero a 
hearty invitation to “come and see them nny time,” which he 
mentally regarded as more to the point than anything else that had 
been said. 

As Joseph soberly retraced his way homeward, his thoughts, by 
some unaccountable association, began to revert to such topics as the 
loneliness of man by himself, the need of kindred spirits, the solaces 
of sympathy, and other like matters. 

That night Joseph dreamed of trotting along with his dinner 
basket to the old brown school-house, and vainly endeavouring to 
overtake Susan Jones, whom he saw with her little pasteboard sun 
bonnet a few yurds in front of him ; then he was teetering with her 
on a long board, her bright little face glancing up and down, while 
every curl around it seemed to be living with delight ; and then he 
was snowballing Tom Williams for knocking down Susan’s doll’s 
house, or he sat by her on a bench, helping her out with a long sum 
in arithmetic : hut, with the mischievous fatality of dreams, the 
more he ciphered and expounded, the longer and more hopeless grew 
the sum; and he awoke in the morning pshawing at his ill luck, 
after having done a sum over half-a-dozen times, while Susan seemed 
to be looking on with the some air of arch drollery that he saw on 
her face the evening before. 1 

“Joseph,” said Uncle Jaw, the next morning at breakfast, “ 1 
s’pose ’Squire Jones's daughters were not at the quilting.” 

“Yes, sir, they were,” said our hero; “they were both there.” 

“ Why, you dou’t say so!” 

“ They certainly were,” persisted the sou. 

“ Well, l thought the old gal had too much spunk for that : you 
see there is a quarrel between the deacon and them gals.” 

“ Indeed ! ” said Joseph. •* I thought the deacon never quarrelled 
with anybody.” 

“But, you see, old Silence there, she will quarrel with him: railly, 
that cretur is a tough one and Uncle Jaw leaned hack in his chair, 
and contemplated the quarrelsome propensities of Miss Silence with 
the satisfaction of a kindred spirit. “ But Til fix her yet,” he con- 
tinued; “1 see how to work it.” 
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11 Indeed, father, I did not know that you had anything to do with 
their affairs.” 

44 Hain’t I ? I should like to know if 1 hain’t!” replied Uncle 
Jaw, triumphantly. “ Now, see here, Joseph : you see, I meau you 
shall be a lawyer : I’m pretty considerable of a lawyer myself — that 
is, for one not college larnt ; and I’ll tell you how it is” — and there- 
upon Uncle Jaw launched forth into the cose of the nu\ldcr land and 
the mill, and concluded with, 4 ‘ Now, Joseph, this ’ere is a kinder 
whetstone for yon to hone tip your wits on." 

In pursuance, therefore, of this plan of sharpening his wits in the 
manner aforesaid, our hero, after breakfast, went, like a dutiful sou 
directly towards ’Squire Jones’s, doubtless for the purpose of taking 
otyilar survey of the meadow land, mill, ami stone wall; but, by some 
unaccountable mistake, lost his way, and found himself standing 
before the door of ’Squire Jones’s house. 

The old squire had been among the aristocracy of the village, and 
his house had been the ultimate standard of comparison in all 
matters of sty le and garniture. Their big front room, instead of 
being strewn with lumps of sand, duly streaked over twice a week, 
was resplendent with a carpet of red, yellow, and black stripes, 
while a towering pair of long-legged brass andirons, scoured to a 
silvery white, gate an air of magnificence to the chimney, which 
was materially increased by the tall brass-headed shovel and tongs, 
which, like a decorous, starched married couple, stood holt upright 
in their places ou either side. The sanctity of the place was still 
further maintained hy keeping the window-shutters always closed, 
admitting only so much light as could come in by a round hole 
at the top of the shutter: and it was only on occasions of extra- 
ordinary magnificence that the room was thrown ojicn to profane 
eyes. 

Our hero was surprised, therefore, to find both the doors and 
window s of this apartment open, and symptoms evident of its being 
in daily occupation. The furniture still retained its massive, clumsy 
stiffness, hut there were various tokens that lighter fi»p>rs had been 
at work there since the notable days of good Dame Jones. There 
was a vase of flowers on the table, two or three books of poetry, 
and a little fairy workbasket, from which peeped forth the edges of 
some worked ruffling ; there was a small writing-desk, and last not 
least in a lady’s collection, an album, w ith leaves of every colour of 
the rainbow, containing inscriptions, iu sundry strong masculine 
hands, 4 * To busan," indicating that other people had had their eyes 
open as well as Mr. Joseph Adams. 44 So,” said he to himself, 
“this quiet little beauty has had admirers, after all and consequent 
upon this came another question, f which was none of his concern, 
to be sure,) whether the little lady were or were not engaged ; and 
from these speculations he was aroused by a light footstep, and anon 
the neat form of Susan made its appearance. 

44 G<tod morning. Miss Jones," said he, bowing. 

Now', there is something very comical iu the feeling, when little 
boys and girls, who have always known each other as plain Susan 
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or Joseph, first meet as “Mr.” or “Miss’* So-and-so. Each one 
feels half disposed, half afraid, to return to the old familiar form, 
and awkwardly fettered by the recollection that they are no longer 
children. Both parties had felt this the evening before, when they 
met in company ; but now that they were alone together, the feeling 
became still stronger; and when Susan had requested Mr. Adams to 
take a chair, and Mr. Adams had inquired after Miss Susan's health, 
there ensued a pause, which, the longer it continued, seemed the 
more difficult to break, and during which Susan’s pretty face slowly 
assumed an expression of the ludicrous, till she was as near laughing, 
as propriety would admit; and Mr. Adams, having looked out at 
the window, and up at the mantel-piece, and down at the carpet, at 
last looked at Susan ; their eyes met ; the effect was electrical ; they 
both smiled, and then laughed outright, after which the whole 
difficulty of conversation vanished. 

44 Susan,” said Joseph, “ do you remember the old school 
house ?” 

44 1 thought that was what you were thinking of,” said Susan; 
“but, really, you have grown and altered so that I could hardly 
believe my eyes last night.” 

44 Nor I mine,” said Joseph, with a glance that gave a very 
complimentary turn to the expression. 

Our readers may imagine that after this the conversation pro- 
ceeded to grow increasingly confidential and interesting; that from 
the account of early life, *ach proceeded to let the other know 
something of intervening hisiory, in the course of which each dis- 
covered a number of new and admirable traits in the other, such 
things beiug matters of very common occurrence. In the course of 
the conversation Joseph discovered that it was necessary that Susan 
should have *two or three lxx>ks then in his possession; and as 
promptitude is a great matter in such cases, he promised to bring 
them ** to-morrow.” 

For some time our young friends pursued their acquaintance with- 
out a distinct consciousness of anything except that it was a very 
pleasant thing to be together. During the long, still afternoons, 
thev rambled among the fading woods; now illuminated with the 
radiance of the dying year, and sentimentalized! and quoted poetry ; 
and almost every' evening Joseph fouud some errand to bring him 
to the house ; a book for Miss fimsau, or a bundle of roots and herbs 
fbr Miss Silence, or some remarkably fine yam for her to knit-* 
attentions which retained our hero iu the good graces of the latter 
lady* and gained him the credit of being 44 a young man that knew 
how to behave himself." As Susan was a leading member in the 
village choir, our hero was directly attacked with a violent 
for sacred music, which brought him punctually to the singing 
school, where the young people came together to sing anthems and 
ftiguing tunes, and to eat apples and chestnuts. 

It canuot he supposed that all these things passed unnoticed by 
those wakefkl eyes that are ever upon the motions of such 44 bright, 
particular stars and as is usual in such cases, many things were 
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known to a certainty, which were not yet known to the parties 
themselves. The young belles and beaus whispered and tittered* 
and passed the original jokes and witticisms oommon in such cases, 
while the old ladies soberly took the matter in hand when they 
went out with their knitting to make afternoon visits, considering 
how much money Uncle Jaw had, how much his son would have, 
and what all together would come to, and whether Joseph would be 
a “ smart man," and Susan a good housekeeper, with all the “Ifr, 
ands, and huts” of married life. 

Hut the most fearful wonders and prognostics crowded around the 
point “ what Uncle Jaw would have to say to the matter.” His 
lawsuit with the sisters being well understood, as there was every 
reason it should be, it was surmised what two such vigorous belli* 
ge rents as himself and Miss Silence, would say to the prospect of i 
matrimonial conjunction. It was also reported that Deacon Enos 
Dudley had a claim to the land which constituted the finest part of 
Susan’s portion, the loss of which would render the consent of 
Uncle Jaw still more doubtful. Hut all this while Miss Silence 
knew nothing of the matter, for her habit of considering and treating 
Susan as a child seemed to gain strength with time. Susan was 
always to be seen to, and watched, and instructed, and taught; and 
Miss Silence could not conceive that one who could not even make 
pickles, without her to oversee, could think of such a matter as 
setting up housekeeping on her own account. To be sure, she began 
to observe an extraordinary change in her sister; remarked that 
“ lately Susan seemed to be getting sort o’eraxy-headed }*' that sha 
seemed not to have any “ faculty*' for anything; that she bad made 
gingerbread twice, and forgot the ginger one time, and put in 
mustard the other; that she shook the saltcellar out in the table- 
cloth, and let the cat into the pantry half a doxen times; and that 
when scolded for these sins of omission or commission, she had a fit 
of crying, and did a little worse than before. Silence was of opinion 
that Susan was getting to be “ weakly and naarvy/* and actually 
concocted an unmerciful pitcher of wormwood and boueset, which 
she said was to keep off the ** shaking weakness" that was coming 
over her. In vain poor Susan protested that she was well enough; 
Miss Silence knar better ; and one evening she entertained Mr. Joseph 
Adams with a long statement of the case in all its bearings, and 
ended with demanding his opinion, as a candid listener, whether the 
wormwood aud boneset sentence should not be executed. 

Poor Susau bad that very afternoon parted from a knot of young 
friends who had teased her most unmercifully on the score of atten- 
tions received, till she began to think the very leaves and stones 
were so many eyes to pry into her secret feelings ; and then to have 
the whole case set in order before the very person, too, whom she 
most dreaded. “ Certainly he would think she was acting like a 
fool; perhaps be did not mean anything more than friendship, 
after all ; and she would not for the world have him suppose that 
she cared a copper more for him than for any other friend, or that 
she was m toe, of all things.” So she sat very busy with her knit- 
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ting work, scarcely knowing what she was about, till Silence called 
out, — 

Why, Susan, what a piece of work you are making of that 
stocking heel ! What in the world are you doing to it ?” 

Susan dropped her knitting, and making some pettish answer, 
escaped out of the room. 

“iNow, did you ever?” said Silence, laying down the seam she 
had been cross-stitching ; “ what is the matter with her, Mr. Adams?” 

44 Miss Susan is certainly indisposed,” replied our hero, gravely. 
44 1 must get her to take your advice, Miss Silence.” 

Our hero followed Susan to the front door, where she stood look- 
ing out at the moon, aod begged to know what distressed her. 

Of course it was “ nothing,” the young lady’s usual complaint 
when in low spirits ; and to show that she was perfectly easy, she. 
began an unspariug attack on a white rosebush near by. 

44 Susan!” said Joseph, laying his hand on hers, and in a tone 
that made her start. She shook back her curls, and looked up to 
him with such an innocent, confiding face ! 

Ah, my good reader, you may go on with this part of the story 
for yourself. We are principled against unveiling the “sacred 
mysteries,” the “thoughts that breathe and words that bum,” in 
•uch little moonlight interviews as these. You may fancy all that 
followed; and we can only assure all who are doubtful, that, under 
judicious management, cases of this kind may be disposed of without 
wormwood or boneset. Our hero and heroine were called to sub- 
lunary realities by the voice o f Miss Silence, who came into the 
passage to see what upon earth they were doing. That lady was 
satisfied by the representations of so friendly pnd learned a young 
man as Joseph that nothing immediately alarming was to be 
apprehended <n the case of Susan ; and she retired. From that 
eveuing Susan stepped about with a heart many pounds lighter 
than before. 

44 I'll tell you what, Joseph,” said Uncle Jaw, 44 I’ll tell you 
what, now : 1 hear ’em tell that you’ve took and courted that ere 
Susan Jones. Now, 1 jest want to know if it’s true.” 

There was an explicitness about this mode of inquiry that took our 
hero quite by surprise, so that he could only reply, — 

44 Why, sir, supposing 1 had, would there be any objection to it in 
your mind ? ” 

41 Don’t talk to me,” said Uncle Jaw. “ 1 jest want to know if 
It’s true.” 

Our hero put his hands in his pockets, walked to the window and 
whistled. 

44 ’Cause if you have,” said Uncle Jaw, “ yon may jest nncourt as 
fast as you can: for ’Suture Jones’s daughter won’t get a single cent 
of my money, I can tell von that.” 

• 4 Why, father. Susan June* i» not to blame for anything that her 
father did ; and I’m sure she is a pretty girl euongh.” 

“ 1 don’t care if she is pretty. What* that to me? I’ve got you 
through college, Joseph; and a hard time I’ve had of it, a-dclviu’ 
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and slavin’ ; and here yon come, and the very first thing yon do yon 
moat take and court that 'ere ’Squire Jones’s daughter, who was 
always putting himself up above me. Besides, 1 mean to have the 
law on that estate yet ; and Deacon Dudley, he will have the law, 
too ; and it will cut off the best piece of land the girl has; and when 
you get married, I mean you shall Aar<* something. It’s jest a trick 
of them gals at me; but I guess I'll come up with them yet. I’m 
just a-goin’ down to have a * regular hash ’ with old SUeuoc, to let 
her know she can’t come round me that way.” 

44 Silence*,” said Susan, drawing her head into the window, and 
looking apprehensive, 44 there is Mr. Adams coming here/* 

44 What, Joe Adams ? Well, and what if he is ? ’ 

4' No, no, sister, but it is his father— it is Uncle Jaw.” 

44 Well, s’pose ’tis, child— what scares you? S’pose I’m afraid of 
him ? If he wants more than 1 gave him last time, I’ll put it on/* 
So saying. Miss Silence took her knitting work and marched down 
into the sitting room, and sat herself bolt upright in an attitude of 
defiance, while poor Susan, feeling her heart heat unaccountably 
fast, glided out of the room. 

44 Well, good morning. Miss Silence,” said Uncle Jaw, after having 
scraped his feet on the scraper, and scrubbed them on the mat nearly 
ten minutes, in silent deliberation. 

44 Morning, sir,” said Silence, abbreviating the “good/* 

Uncle Jaw helped himself to a chair directly in front of the 
enemy, dropped his hat on the floor, and surveyed Miss Silence 
with a dogged air of satisfaction, like one who is sitting down 
to a regular, comfortable quarrel, and means to make the most of it. 

Miss Silence tossed her head disdainfully, but scorned to com- 
mence hostilities. 

44 So, Miss Silence,” said Uncle Jaw, deliberately, 44 you don’t 
think you’ll do anything about that ’ere matter.” 

44 What matter,” said Silence, with an intonation resembling that 
of a roasted chestnut when it bursts from the fire. 

44 1 really thought, Miss Silence, iu that ’ere talk I had with you 
about 'Squire Jones’s cheating about that ’ere — " 

44 Mr. Adams,” said Silence, 44 1 tell you, to begin with, I'm not 
a-going to be sauced in this 'ere way by you. You hain't got com- 
mon decency, nor common &ense, nor common anything else, to talk 
so to me about my father; I won't bear it, I tell you.” 

44 Why, Miss Jones,” said Uncle Jaw, 44 how you talk 1 Well, to 
be sure, 'Squire Jones is dead and gone, and it’s as well not to call it 
cheatin’, as I was tellin' Deacon boos when he was talking about 
that 'ere lot — that ’ere lot, you know, that he sold the deacon, and 
never let him have the deea onV 

44 That’s a lie,” said Silence, starting on her feet ; 44 that’s an up 
and down black lie ! I tell you that, now, before you say another 
word.” 

44 Mias Silence, railly, you seem to be getting touchy,” said 
Uncle Jaw; 44 well, to be sure, if the Deacon can let that peas, 
other folks can ; and maybe the deacon will, because Squire /once 
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wai ft church member, and the deacon if 'mazin’ tender about 
bringin' out anything against professors; but railly, now. Miss 
Silence, 1 didn't think you and Susan were going to work it 60 cun- 
ning in this 'ere way." 

44 I don’t know what you mean, and, what’s more, I don’t care,” 
•aid Silence, resuming her work, and calling back the bolt-upright 
dignity with which she began. 

There was a pause of some moments, during which the features of 
Silence worked with suppressed rage, which was contemplated by 
Uncle Jaw with undisguised satisfaction. 

44 You see, I s’pose, 1 shouldn’t a-minded your Susan’s setting out 
to court up iny Joe, if it hadn’t beeu for them things.” 

“ Courting your son ! Mr. Adams, I should like to know what 
you mean by tnat l*m sure nobody want’s your son, though he’s a 
civil, likely fellow enough ; yet with such an old dragon for a father, 
I'll warrant he won’t get anybody to court him, nor be courted by 
him neither.” 

“ Railly, Miss Silence, you ain’t hardly civil now.” 

44 Civil I I should like to know who could be civil. You know, 
BOW, as well as I do, that you are saying all this out of clear, sheer 
ugliness ; and that’s what you keep a-doing all round the neigh- 
bourhood.” 

44 Miss Silence,” said Uncle Jaw, 44 1 don’t want no hard words 
with you. It’s pretty much known round the neighbourhood that 
your Susan thinks she’ll get my Joe, and I s'pose you was thinking 
that perhaps it would be the best way of settling up matters ; but 
you see, now, I took and tell’d my son I railly didn't 6ee as 1 could 
afford it; 1 took and teli’d him that young folks must have some- 
thing considerable to start with * and that if Susan lost that 'ere 
piece of ground, as is likely she will, it would be cutting off quite too 
much of apiece ; so, you see, 1 don’t wan’t you to take no encourage- 
ment about that." 

44 Well, I thiuk this is pretty well ! ” exclaimed Silence, provoked 
beyond measure or endurance ; 44 you old torment ! think 1 don’t 
know what you're at ! I and Susau courting your son ? I wonder 
If you ain't ashamed of yourself, now ! 1 should like to know what 

I or she have done, now, to get that notion into your head ? ” 

44 I didn’t s'pose you 'spected to get him yourself,” said Uncle Jaw, 
“far I guess by this time you've pretty much gin up trying, hain't 
But Susan does, I’m pretty sure. 

44 Here, Susan! Susan! you— come down!” called Min Silence, 
In great wrath, throwing open the chamber door. 44 Mr. Adams 
wants to speak with you.” Susan, fluttering and agitated, slowly 
descended into the room, where she stopped, and looked hesitatingly, 
first at Uncle Jaw and then at her sister, who, wiihout ceremony, 
proposed the subject matter of the interview as follows : — 

44 Now, Susan, here’s this man pretends to say that you've been a 
courting and miring to net his son ; and 1 just want yon to tell him 
that you hain't never had no thought of him, and that you won't 
have neither.” 
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This considerate way of announcing the subject had the effect of 
bringing the burning colour into Susan's face, as she stood Uk» a 
convicted culprit, with her eyes bent on the door. 

Uncle Jaw, savage as he was, was always moved by female 
loveliness, as wild beasts are said to be mysteriously swayed by 
music, and looked on the beautiful, downcast foce with more 
softening than Miss Silence, who, provoked that Susan did not im* 
mediately respond to the question, seized her by the arm, and 
eagerly reiterated,—* 

“ Susan ! why don’t you speak, child ? " 

Gathering desperate courage, Susan shook off the hand of 
Silence, and straighteued herself up with as much dignity as soma 
little flower lifts up its head when it has been bent down by rain 
drops. 

“ Silence,” she said, “ I never would have come down if I had 
thought it was to hear such things as this. Mr. Adams, all I 
have to say to you is, that your son has sought me, and not I 
your son. If you wish to know any more, he can tell you better 
than I.” 

“ Well, I vow ! she is a pretty gal,” said Uncle Jaw, as Susan shut 
the door. 

This exclamation was involuntary ; then recollecting himself, he 
picked up his hat, and saying, “ Well, I guess 1 may as well get 
along hum,” he began to depart; but turning round before ne 
shut the door, he said, “ Miss Silence, if you should conclude to 
do anything about that ’ere fence, just send word over and let me 
know. 

Silence, without deigning any reply, inarched up into Susan's 
little chamber, where our herioue was treating resolution to a good 
fit of crying. 

“ Susan, I did not think you had been such a fool/' said the lady. 
“ 1 do want to know, now, if you’ve railly been thinking of getting 
married, and to that Joe Adams of all folks 1 " 

Poor Susan ! such an interlude in all her pretty, romantic little 
dreams about kindred feelings and a hundred other delightful 
ideas, that flutter like singing-birds through the fairy land of flrat 
love. Such an interlude ! to be called on by gruff human rotas to 
give np all the cherished secrets that the had trembled to whisper 
even to herself. She felt as if love itself had been defiled by the 
coarse, rough hands that had been meddling with it ; so to her 
starr s soothing address Susan made no answer, only to cry and sob 
still more bitterly than before. 

Miss Silence, if she had a great stoat heart, had no less a kind coo, 
and seeing Susan take the matter so bitterly to heart, she began gm» 
dually to subside. 

44 Susan, you poor little fool, you,” said she, at the same time giving 
her a hearty slap, as expressive of earnest sympathy, ** I really mi 
feel for you ; that good- for-uothing fellow has been a cheatin' you, I 
do believe.” 

° O, don't talk any more about it, for Mercy's sake," said Soma; 
“ 1 am mek of the whole of it.” 
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“ That’* yon, Susan ! Glad to hear yon say so ! 1*11 stand op for 
you, Susan ; if 1 catch Joe Adams coming here again with his 
palavering face, 1*11 let him know !” 

“ No, no ! Don’t, for Mercy’s sake, say anything to Mr. Adams — 

don't!” 

** Well, child, don't claw hold of a body so ! Well, at any rate, 
1*11 just let Joe Adams know that we hain't nothing more to ‘say to 
him.” 

“But I don’t wish to say that— that is — I don’t know — indeed, 
sister Silence, don’t say anything about it.” , 

“ Why not? You ain't such a natural , now, as to want to marry 
him, after all, hey ?” 

“ I don’t know what I want, nor what I don’t want ; only, Silence, 
do now, if you love me, do promise not to say anything at all to 
Mr. Adams— don’t.” 

** Well, then, 1 won’t,” said Silence ; “ but, Susan, if you raillv 
was in love all this while, why hain’t you been and told me ? 
Don’t you know that I’m as much as a mother to you. and you 
ought to have told me in the beginning?” 

44 1 don’t know. Silence ! I could’nt - I don’t want to talk about 
it.” 

44 Well, Susan, you ain’t a bit like me,” said Silence— a remark 
evincing great discrimination, certainly, and with which the con- 
versation terminated. 

That very evening our friend Joseph walked down towards the 
dwelling of the sisters, not without some anxiety for the result, for 
he knew by his father’s satisfied appearance that war had been 
declared. lie walked into the family room, and found nobody there 
but Miss Silence, who was sitting, grim as an Egyptian sphinx, 
•titcliing very vigorously on a meal-bag. in which interesting em- 
ployment she thought proper to be so much engaged as not to 
remark the entrance of ourjhero. To Joseph’s accustomed ** Good 
evening. Miss Silence,” she replied merely by looking up with a 
cold noa, and went on with her 6ewing. It appeared that she had 
determined on a literal version of her promise not to say anything 
toJMr, Adams. 

Our hero, as we have before stated, was familiar with the crooks 
and turns of the female mind, and mentally resolved to put a bold 
Ace on the matter, and give Miss Silence no encouragement in her 
attempt to make him feel himself unwelcome. It was rather a 
frosty autumnal evening, and the fire on the hearth was decaying. 
Mr. Joseph bustled about most energetically, throwing down the 
tongs, and shovel, and bellows, while he pulled the fire to pieces, 
raked out ashes and brands, and then, in a twinkling, was at the 
wood-pile, from whence he selected a massive backlog and forestiek, 
with accompaniments, which were soon roaring and crackling in the 
chimney* 

“There, now, that does look something like comfort,” said our 
hero; and drawing forward the big roc kiug-c hair, he seated 
himself in it, and rubbed his hands with an air of great ccm- 
pbmency. Miss Silence looked not up, but stitched so much th 
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faster, so that one might distinctly hear the crack of the needle and 
the whistle of the thread all over the apartment, 

“ Have you a headache to-night, Miss Silence?" 

“ No!” was the gruff answer. 

“ Are you in a hurry about those bags ?*' said he, glancing at a 
pile of unmade ones which lay by her side. 

No reply. “ llaug it all ; said our hero to himself, “ 1*11 make 
her speak." 

Miss Silence's needle book and brown thread lay on a chair betide 
B her. Our friend helped himself to a needle and thread, and taking 
one of the hags, planted himself bolt upright opposite to Mitt 
Silence, and pinning his work to his kuee, commenced stitching at 
a ante fully equal to her own. 

Miss Silence looked up and fidgeted, hut went on with her work 
faster than before; but the faster she worked, the faster and steadier 
worked our hero, all in 44 marvellous silence." There began to lie 
an odd twitching about the muscles of Miss Silence's fkce; our 
hero took no notice, having pursed his features into an expression 
of unexampled gravity, which only grew more intense as he per- 
ceived, by certain uneasy movements, that the adversary was 
beginning to waver. 

As they were sitting, stitching away, their needles whizzing at 
each other like a couple of locomotives engaged in conversation, 
Susan opened the door. 

The poor child had been crying for the greater part of her spare 
time during the day, and was in no very merry humour; hut the 
moment that her usionished eyes comprehended the scene, she 
hurst into a fit of almost inextinguishable merriment, while Silence 
laid down her needle, and looked half amused and half angry. Our 
hero, however, continued his business with indexible perseverance, 
unpinning his work and moving the scam along, and going mi with 
increased velocity. 

Poor Miss Silence was at length vanquished, and ioined in thf 
loud laugh which seemed to convulse her sister. Whereupon oar 
hero uupinned liis work, and folding it up, looked up at her with 
all the assurance of impudence triumphant, and remarked to 
Susan, — 

44 Your sister had such a pile of these pillow-cases to make, that 
she was quite discouraged, and engaged me to do half a dozen of 
them : when 1 first came in she was so busy she could not even 
speak to me.** 

44 Well, if you ain’t the beater for impudence ! ” said Miss Silence* 

44 The beater for industry— so I thought," rejoined our hero. 

Susan, who had been in a highly tragical state of mind all day, 
and who was meditating on nothing less sublime than on eternal 
separation from her lover, which she had imagined, with all the 
affecting attendants and consequents, was entirely revolutionized by 
the unexpected tarn thus given to her ideas, while oar hero punned 
the opportunity he had made for himself and exerted hie powers of 
entertainment to the utmost, till Mias Silence, d e cla ri ng that if Mm 
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had been washing all day she*should not have been more tired than 
abe was with laughing, took up her candle, and good naturedly left 
oar young people to settle matters between themselves. There was 
a grave pause of some length when she had departed, which was 
broken ly our hero, who seating himself by Susan, inquired very 
seriously if his father had made proposals of marriage to Miss Silence 
that morning. 

“ No, you provoking creature!” said Susan, at the same' time 
laughing at the absurdity of the idea. 

“ Wen, now, don’t draw on your long face again, Susan,” said, 
Joseph*; “you have been trying to lengthen it down all the 
evening, if l would have let you. Seriously, now, I know that 
something painful passed between my father and you this morning, 
but I shall not inquire what it was. I only tell you, frankly, that 
he has expressed his disapprobation of our engagement, forbidden 
me to go on with it, and ” 

“And, consequently, I release you from all engagements and 
obligations to me, even before you ask it,” said Susan. 

“You are extremely accommodating,” replied Joseph ; “ but I can- 
not promise to he as obliging in giving up certain promises made to me, 
unless, indeed, the feelings that dictated them should have changed.” 

" O, no— no, indeed,” said Susan, earnestly ; “ you know it is not 
that ; but if your father objects to me ” 

“If my father objects to you, he is welcome not to marry you,” 
said Joseph. 

“ Now, Joseph, do be serious,” said Susan. 

“ Well, then, seriously, Susan, I know my obligations to my 
fbther, and in all that relates to his comfort I will ever be dutiful 
and submissive, for I have no college-boy pride on the subject of 
submission ; but in a matter so individually my own as the choice 
Ufa wife, in a matter that will most likely affect my happiness years 
and years after he has ceased to be, I hold that 1 have a right to 
OUMtoiit my own inclinations, and, by your leave, my dear little lady, 

1 Shall take that liberty.” 

, * But, then, if your father is made angry, you know what sort 
it a man he is ; and how could I stand in the way of all your 
prospects r 


* Why, my dear Susan, do you think 1 count myself dependent 
SMB my father, like the heir of an English estate, who has nothing 
to do but sit still and wait for money to come to him ? No ! I 
have ensrgy and education to start with, and if I cannot take care 
of myself, and you too, then east me off and welcome and, as 
Joseph spoke, his fine face glowed with a conscious power, which 
uafatsarud youth never feels so folly as in America. He paused a 
SiOmsnt, and resumed , “ Nevertheless, Soaan, I respect my father; 
whatever others may say of him, I shaH never forget that I owe to 
hii hard earnings the education that enables me to do or be any 
fate aad I Shall not wantonly or rudely cross him. I do not 
daonir of gaining his oonstot; my father has a great partiality for 
ps3y girls, and H his loos of contradiction is not kept uwakeby 
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open argument, I will treat to time and yon to brine him rooad; 
but, whatever comes, rest assured, my dearest one, I hare chosen 
for life, and cannot change." 

The conversation after this took a tern which may readily be 
imagined by all who have been in the same situation) and will, 
therefore, need no farther illustration. 


“ Well, deacon, raiJly 1 don't know what to think now : there's 
my Joe, he’s took and been a courting that 'ere Susan," said 
•Uncle Jaw. 

This was the introduction to one of Uncle Jaw's periodical visits 
topeacou Enos, who was sitting with his usual air of mild abstrao* 
tion, looking into the coals of a bright November fire, while his busy 
helpmate was industriously rattling her knitting needles by his 
side. 


A close observer might have suspected that this was no nm s to 
the good deacon, who had given a great deal of good advice, in 
private, to Master Joseph of late; but he only relaxed his fhatares 
into a quiet smile, and ejaculated, “ 1 want to know ! ** 

“ Yes; and railly, deacon, that 'ere gal is a rail pretty un. I 
was a telUu’ my folks that our new minister's wife was a fbol to 
her.” 

“ And so your son is going to marry her ?" said the good lady ; 
M I knew that long ago. 

** Well— no— not so fast ; ye see there's two to that bargain ptt 
You sec, Joe, he never said a word to me, but took and courted the 
gal out of his own head ; and when I come to know, save !, * Joe,' 
says I, * that ere gal won’t do for me and I took ana tail'd him, 
then, about that ’ere old fence, and all about that oid mill, and 
them mcd'Jcrs of mine ; and 1 toll’d him, too, about that 'ere lot 
of Susau's ; and 1 should like to know, now, deacon, how that lot 
business is a going to turn out." 

“ Judge Smith and 'Squire Moseley say that my claim to it will 
stand," said the deacon. 

“ They do?” said Uncle Jaw, with much satisfaction ; “s’poec* 
then, you'll sue, won’t you?” 

“ I don't know," replied the deacon, meditatively. 

Uncle Jaw was thoroughly araased ; that any one should have 
doubts about entering suit for a fine piece of land, when sure ot 
obtaining it, was a problem quite beyond bis powers of solving. 

" You say your sou has courted the girl," said the deacon, after a 
lone pause; “ that strip of land is the beet part of Sumo's share; f 
paid down five hundred dollars on the unit for it ; I've got p a pers 
here that Judge Smith and 'Squire Moseley say will stand good 10 
any court of law.” 

Uncle Jaw pricked up his ears and was all attention, eyeing ritt 
eager looks the jacket; hot. to his disappoiatmsot, is i mm 
deliberately laid it into his desk) shot and locked it, a 
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“Now* nully," said Uncle Jaw, “I should like to know the 
particulars. 0 

44 Well, well, 0 said the deacon, 44 the lawyers will be at my house 
to-morrow evening, and if you have any concern about it, you may 
as well come along. 0 

Uncle Jaw wondered all the way home at what he could have 
done to get himself into the confidence of the old deacon, who, he 
rejoiced to think, was a going to “ take” and go to law like other folks. 

The next day there was an appearance of some bustle and pre- 
paration about the deacon’s house ; fhe best room was opened and # 
aired; an ovenful of cake was baked ; and our friend Joseph, with 
a face full of business, was seen passing to and fro, in and out of the 
house, from various closetings with the deacon. The deacon’s lady 
bustled about the house with an air of wonderful mystery, and eveu 
gave her directions about eggs and raisins iu a whisper, lest they 
should possibly let out some eventful secret. 

The afternoon of that day Joseph appeared at the house of the 
sisters, stating that there was to be company at the deacon’s that 
evening, and he was sent to invite them. 

44 Why, what’s got into the deacon’s folks lately,” said Silence, 
44 to have company so often ? Joe Adams, this ’ere is some 4 cut up ’ 
of youra. Come, what arc you up to now ? ” 
ft Come, come, dress yourselves and get ready,” said Joseph ; and. 
Stepping up to Susan, as she was following Silence out of the room, 
he whispered something into her ear, at which she stopped short 
and coloured violently. 

44 Why, Joseph, what do you mean ?” 

# •* It is so,*' said he. 

* 44 No, no, Joseph ; no, I can’t, indeed 1 can’t.” 

44 But you can, Susan.” 

44 O Joseph, don’t.*' 

44 O Susan, do.** 

44 Why, how strange, Joseph ! *' 

44 Come, come, my dear, vou keep me waiting. If you have any 
objections on the score of propriety, we will talk about them to- 
morrow /” and our hero looked to saucy and so resolute that there 
was no disputing further ; so, after a little more lingering and 
blushing on Susan's part, and a few kisses and persuasions on the 
part of the suitor, Miss Susan seemed to be brought to a state of 
resignation. 

At a table in the middle of Uncle Enoch north front room were 
•eatcd the two lawyers, whose legal opinion was that evening to be 

S nade up. The younger of these, ’Squire Moseley, was a rosy, 
» laughing little bachelor, who boasted that he had offered 
% in rotation, to every pretty girl within twenty miles round, 
and* among others, to Susan Jones, notwithstanding which he still 
r— allied a bachelor, with a fair prospect of being an old ooe ; but 
Mae offbeat things disturbed the boundlem flow of good nature and 
so a ri a sa wy with which he teemed at all times full to overflowing. 
Ontheprammt occasion he appeared to be particularly in hia element* 
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as if he had some law business in hand remarkably suited to his 
turn of mind ; for on finishing the inspection of the papers, ho 
started up. slapped his graver brother on the back, madi* two or 
three flourishes round the room, and then seizing the old deacon’* 
hand, shook it violently, exclaiming. 

“ All’s right, deaeon, all s right ! (Jo it ! go it! hurrah ! " 

When Tnele Jaw entered, the deacon, without preface, handed 
him a ehair and the papers, saying. — 

“The<e papers are what you wanted to see. I just wish you 
front J re:ul them ov er.” 

I’liel** Jaw read them deliberately over. “Didn't l tell ye so, 
deaeon ? Tin* oa>e is as clear a bell : now ye will go to law 
won’t you ? ” 

“ liOok here, Mr. Adams: now you have seen then? papers, and 
liea d what's to he said. I'll make uni an idler. Let your son 
marry Mi-an Jones, and I’ll burn thc-e papers and say no more 
about it, and there won’t he a girl in the parish with a finer portion." 

Inch* Jaw opened his eyes with amn/eitiei.t. and looked at the 
oi l man, his mouth gradually expanding wider and wider, as if he 
hoped, in time, to swallow the idea. 

“ Well, nowr. 1 swan ! " at length he ejaculated. 

“ I mean just as I said tin* deaeon. 

“ Why, that’s tin* same as giving the gal five hundred dollars out 
of your own p-wket, and sin* ain't no relation neither." 

** I know it,” -aid the deaeon ; “ hut I have said 1 will do it." 

What upon 'arth for?" slid I'mde Juw. 

“ To make pea"**,” •■aid the deaeon. “ and to let you know that 
when 1 say it i** netter to gi\e up one’s rights than to quarrel, I 
mean so. I am an old man: my children are dead"— his voice 
faltered - “ my treisures a»e laid up in hea\e»; if I elm make the 
children happy, why, I will. When I thought I had lost the laud, 
1 made up my mind to lose it, and so ! run now ." 

1'nele Jaw' looked fixedly on the old deaeon, ami said, — 

“ Well, deacon, I believe you. I vow, if yon haiu't got some- 
thing ah«a l in t’other world. I’d like to know who has — that's 
all ; so, if Joe lias no objections, and 1 rather guess he won't 
have *’ 

“The short of the matter is,” said the squire, “we'll have a 
wedding; k> come on au<l with that he threw open the parlour 
door, where stood Susan and Joseph in a recess by the window, 
while Sib-rice and the Kev. Mr. Hissel w*cre draw;u up by the fire, 
and the deacon’s lady was sweeping up the hearth, as she bad been 
doing ever since the party arrived. 

Instantly Joseph took tin* hand of Susan, and led her to the 
middle of the room ; the merry squire seised the hand of Miss 
Silence, and placed her as bridesmaid, and before auy one knew 
what they were about, th-* ceremony was iu actual progress, and 
the minister, having been previously instructed, made the two one 
with extraordinary celerity. 

'* What what f what ! * said Uncle Jaw. “ Joseph ! Deacon ! ** 

t 
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** Fair bargain, sir,” said the squire. “ Hand over your papers, 
deacon.” 

The deacon handed them, and the squire, having read them 
aloud, proceeded, with much ceremony, to throw them into the 
fire; after which, in a mock solemn oration, he gave a statement 
of the whole affair, and concluded with a grave exhortation to the 
new couple on the duties of wedlock, which unbent the risihles even 
of the minister himself. 

Uncle Jaw looked at his pretty daughter-in-law, who stood half 
smiling, half blushing, receiving the congratulations of the party # 
and then at Miss Silence, who appeared full as much taken by sur- 
prise as himself. 

“ Well, well, Miss Silence, these 'ere young folks have come 
round us slick enough,” said he. “ I don’t see hut we must shake 
hands upon it.” And the warlike powers shook hands accordingly, 
which was a signal for general merriment. 

As the company were dispersing. Miss Silence laid hold of the 
good deacon, and by main strength dragged him aside. “Deacon,” 
said she, “ I take hack all that ere I said about you, every word 
on’t.” 

“ Don’t say any more about it, Miss Silence,” said the good man 
** it’s gone by, and let it go.” 

** Joseph,” said his father, the next morning, as he was sitting 
at breakfast with Joseph and Susan, “I calculate I shall feel kinder 
prood of this ’ere gal! and I’ll tell you w hat, I’ll jest give you that 
nice little delicate Stanton place that I took ou Stanton’s mortgage: 
it's a nice little place, with green hliuds, and dowers, and all them 
things, just right for Susan.” 

And accordingly, many happy years flew over the heads of the 
young couple in the Stanton place, long after the hoary hairs of 
their kind benefactor, the deacon, were laid with reverence in the 
dust. Uncle Jaw was so far wrought uj>on by the magnanimity of 
the good old mail as to be very materially changed for the letter. 
Instead of quarrelling in real earnest all around the neighborhood, 
he confined himself merely to battling the <*ppo>ite side of every 
question with his son, which, as the latter was somewhat of a logi- 
cian, afforded a pretty good field for the exercise of his powers; 
and he eras heard to declare at the fnuerai of the old deacon, that, 
u after all, s man got as much, ami may be more, to go aioug as the 
deacon did. than to be all the time fi>tiug and jawing ; though 1 tell 
you what it is,” said he, affe wards, “’tain’t every one that has the 
deacon's /actifty, any bow.” 


AUNT MARY. 

Stores sketching character is the mode, I too take up my pencil, not 
to make you laugh, though pe rad venture it may he -to get you to 
sleep. 

1 am now a tolerably old gentleman, an old bachelor, moreover — 
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and, what in more to the point, an unpretending and sober-minded 
one. however, any of the ladies f-hould take exceptiona 

against me in the very outset, I will merely remark, m /MM.m/, 
that a man can sometimes Income an old bachelor tx-cause he haa 
i**> m<i*h heart as well as too little. 

Years ago— before any of my readers were born — I was a little 
good- for- nought of a boy, of precisely that unlucky kind who are 
always in everylssly's way, and always in mischief. I had, to 
watch over my uprearing, a fat lu r and mother, and a whole army 
,of older brothers and sisters. My relatives Imre a very great re- 
semblance to other human beings, neither good angels nor the oppo- 
site class, hut, as mathematicians say, “in the mean proportion. 

•As I have 1 m* fore insinuated, 1 was a sort of family scapegrace 
among them, and one on whose head all the domestic trespasses 
were regularly visited, either by real, actual desert or by impu- 
tation. 

For this order of things, there was, I confess, a very solid and 
serious foundation in the constitution of my mind. Whether I 
was born under some cross-eyed planet, or whether I was fairy- 
smitten iu my cradle, certain it is that I was, from the dawn of 
existence, a sort of “Murad the Unlucky;’’ an out-of-time, out-of- 
place, out-of-form sort of a boy, with whom nothing nrosjK’red. 

Who always left open doors in cold weather? It was Henry. 
Who was sure to upset his coftee cup at breakfast, or to knock over 
his tumbler at dinner, or to prostrate saltcellar, pepper-box, and 
mustard-pot, if hr only happened to move his art n? why, Henry. 
Who was plate-breaker general for the family? It was Henry. 
Who tangled mamma's silks and cottons, and tore up the last news- 
paper for papa, or threw down old Phtnbe’t clothes-horse, with all 
her clean ironing thereupon ? Why, Henry. 

Now all this wai no “ malice prepense" in me, for I solemnly 
believe that I was the best -natu red l>oy in the world; hut something 
was the matter with the attraction of cohesion, or the attraction of 
gravitation —with the general dispensation of matter around m<br- 
that, let me do what 1 would, things would fall down and break, 
or lie tom and damaged, if I only came near them ; and my tin* 
luckiness in any matter seemed in exact proportion to my careful- 
ness. 

If anybody in the room with me had a headache, or any kind of 
nervous irritability, which made it particularly necessary tor others 
to be quiet, and if I was in an especial desire unto the same, I was 
sure, while stepping around on tiptoe, to fall headlong over a chair, 
which would give an introductory push to the shovel, which would 
fall upon the tongs, which would animate the poker, and all together 
would set in action two or three sticks of wood, and down they 
would come together, with just that hearty, sociable sort of racket, 
which showed that they were disposed to make as much of the op- 
portunity as possible. 

In the same manner, everything that came into my hand, or was 
at ail connected with me, was sure to lose by iL If I rejoiced m a 

r 2 
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clean apron in the morning, I was sure to make a full-length pros- 
tration thereupon on my way to school, and come home nothing 
better, hut rather worse. If I was sent on an errand, I was sure 
cither to lose my money in going, or my purchases in returning; 
and on these occasions my mother would often comfort me with the 
reflection, that it wa.> well that my ears were fastened to my head, 
or 1 should lose them too. Of course, I was a fair mark for the 
exhortatory powers, not only of my parents, hut of all my aunts, 
uncles, and cousins, to the third and fourth generation, who ceased 
not to reprove, rehtike, ami exhort with all long-suffering and doctrine. 

All this would ha\c been very well if nature had not gifted me 
with a very unnecessary and uncomfortable capacity of feel in /, 
which, like a refined ear for music, is undesirable, because, in this 
world, one meets with discord ninet\-niue times where it meets 
with harmony once. Much, therefore, as 1 furnished occasion to 
he scolded at, 1 ne'er became */<•< / to scolding, so that I was just as 
much galled bv it the f >>•; /-first time as the first. There was no 
such thing as philosophv in me: 1 had jtM that unreasonable heart 
which is not conformed unto the nature of things, neither indeed 
otn he. 1 was timid, and shrinking, and proud; 1 was nothing to 
anyone around me hut an awkward, unlucky hoy ; nothing to my 
parents Imt one of halfado/.eu children, whose faces were to l>e 
washed and stockings mended on Saturday afternoon. If I w'as 
very sick, I had medicine and the doctor; if I was a little sick, I 
was exhorted unto patience: end if I was sick at heart, 1 was left 
to prescribe for myself. 

Now, all this was very well: what should a child need hut meat, 
and drink, and room to play, and a school to teach him reading 
and writing, and somebody to take care of him when sick? Cer- 
tainly, nothing. 

But the feelings of grown-up children exist iu the mind of little 
ones oftoner than is supposed; and I had, even at this early day, 
the same keen sense of all that touched the heart wrong; the same 
longing for something which should touch it aright: the same dis- 
content with latent, matter-of course affection, and the same craving 
for sympathy which has been the unprofitable fashion of this w'orld 
in all ages. And no human being possessing such constitutionals 
has a better chance of being made unhappy h\ them than the back- 
ward, uninteresting, wrong-doing child. We can all sympathize, to 
some extent, with mm and which ; but how few can go hack to the 
sympathies of childhood ; can understand the desolate insignificance 
of not being one of the people ; of being sent to lied, to he 

o*ti of the w ’.»•/ in the evening, and to school, to be out of the wav in 
the morning; of manifold similar grievances and distresses, which 
the child has no elocution to set t««rth, and the grown person no 
imagination to conceit o. 

When l was seven tears old, 1 was told one morning, with con- 
siderable domestic acclamation, th.it Aunt Mary was coming to 
make us a visit ; aud so, when the carriage that brought her stopped 
at our door, l pulled off my dirty apron, and ran in among the 
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crowd of brothers and sisters t<» see what was coming. 1 shall not 
describe her fi.M appearance, for. as 1 think of her. 1 begin to grow 
somewhat sentimental, in ‘•pite of m v spectacles, ami might, perhaps, 
talk a little nonsense. 

Perhaps even mail, whether marred or unmarried, who has 
lived to the age of fifty or thereabouts, has seen some woman who. 
in his mind, is tV* woman, in distinction front alt others. Site may 
not have lieen a relative; sin* mav not have been a wife; she may 
simple have shone on him f*om -afar ; slie mav he rememheretl in 
ihe distance of years as a star that is n>t, ;,s music that is hushed, 
as beaut) and lovt liness foiled forever: but ■.«/ she is with 

interest, with fervour, w nil enthusiasm ; with all that heart can feel, 
and more than wonts can tell. 

To me there has been hut one such, and that is she whom I 
descriln*. “Was she lieautiful ?” vou ask. I also will ask vou one 
question: “If an angel from heaven should dwell in human form, 
and animate anv human face, would not that face be lovely? It 
might not l»e '»» tutijut, hut would it not he lovely ?” She was not 
lieautiful except after this fashion. 

How well 1 remember her, as she used sometimes to sit thinking, 
with her head resting on her hand, her face mild and placid, w ith a 
quiet October sunshine in her hi no eyes, and an ever-present smile 
over her whole countenance. I remember the sudden sweetness of 
look when an) one spoke to her; the prompt attention, the quick 
comprehension of things before vou uttered them, the obliging 
readiness to leave for vou whatever she was doing. 

To those* who mistake occasional peiisivem*ss for melancholy, it 
might seem strange to s a \ that mv Aunt Mar) wasalwnv*. happy. 
Yet she was so. Her spirits never rose to btiovancv, and never 
sunk to despondency. 1 know that it is an article in the m ntituentul 
confession of faith that sm h a character cannot l»* interesting. For 
this impression there is some ground. The placidity of a medium 
commonplace mind is uninteresting, hut the placidity of a strong and 
well-governed one borders on the sublime. Mutability of emotion 
characterizes inferior orders of being ; but He who combines all 
interest, all excitement, all perfection, is “ «he same jesterdoy, 
to>du),and for ever.” And if there In* an) thing sublime in the 
idea of an almighty mind, in perfect peace itself, and. therefore, 
at leisure to bestow all its energies on the wants of others, there 
is at least a reflection of the same sublimity in the character of 
that human lieiug; who has so quieted and governed the world 
within, that nothing is left to absorb s)mpathy or distract attention 
from those around. 

Such a woman was my Aunt Man*. Her placidity was not so 
much the result of temperament as of choice. She had every sus- 
ceptibility of suffering incident to the noblest and most delicate 
construction of mind ; but they had been so directed, that, instead of 
concentrating thought on self, they had prepared her to understand 
and feel for other*. 

She was, beyond all things else, a sympathetic person, and her 
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character, like the preen in a landscape, was less remarkable for 
what it wa« in itself than for its perfect and beautiful harmony with 
all the colouring and shading around it. 

Other women have had talents, others have been good ; but no 
woman that ever I knew possessed goodness and talent in union 
with such an intuitive peremption of feelings, and such a faculty of 
instantaneous adaptation to them. The most troublesome thing in 
this world is to be condemned to the society of a person who can 
never understand auything you say unless you say the whole of it, 
making your eomtnas and periods as you go along ; and the inost # 
desirable thing in the world is to live with a person who saves you 
all the trouble of talking, by knowing just what you mean before 
you begin to sjieak. • 

Something of this kind of talent I began to feel, to my great relief, 
when Aunt Mary caiue into the family. 1 remember the very first 
evening, as she sat by the hearth, surrounded by all the family, her 
eye glanced on me with an expression that let me know she stir me; 
and when the clock struck eight, and my mother proclaimed that it 
was my bedtime, in y countenance fell as 1 moved sorrowfully from 
the back of her rocking-chair, and thought how many beautiful 
stories Aunt Mary would tell after 1 was gone to IhhI. She turned 
towards me with such a look of real understanding, such an evident 
insight into the case, that 1 went iuto banishment with a lighter 
heart than ever 1 did before. How \ery contrary is the obstinate 
estimate of the heart to the rational estimate of worldly wisdom ! 
Are there not some who can rememl>er w hen one word, one look, 
or even the withholding of a word, has drawn their heart more to 
a person than all the substantial favours in the world ? By ordinary 
acceptation, substantial kindness respects the necessaries of animal 
existence; while those wants which are peculiar to mind, and 
will exist with it for ever, by equally correct classification, are 
designated as sentimental ones, the supply of which, though it 
will excite more gratitude in fact, ought not to in theory. Before 
Aunt Mary had lived with us a month, I loved her beyond anybody 
iu the world; aud a utilitarian would have been amused in cipher* 
ing out the amount of favours which produced this result. It 
was a look — a word — a smile : it was that she seemed pleased 
with my new kite ; that she rejoiced with me when I learned to 
spin a top; that she alone seemed to estimate my proficiency in 
playtug ball and marbles ; that she never looked at all vexed when 
1 upset her workbox upon the floor ; that she received all my 
awkward gallautry and mai-nintit helpfulness as if it had been in 
the best taste in the world ; that when she was sick, she insisted on 
letting me wait on her, though I made my customary havoc among 
the pitchers and tumblers or her room, aud displayed, through my 
seal to please, a more than ordinary share of insufficiency for the 
Station. She also was the only person that ever I omrerml with, 
and 1 used to wonder how anybody who could talk all about matters 
and things with grown-up persons could talk so sensibly about 
marbles, and hoops, and skates, snd ail sorts of little* boy matters ; 
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and l will say, by tin* by, that the same sort of speculation has often 
occurred to the minds of older people in coiineenou with her She 
knew the \ aim* of varied information in making a woma.i, not a 
pedant, but a sympathetic. companionable being; and Midi she was 
to almost every el ass of imtni. 

She had, too. the faculty of drawing others up to her level in 
conversation, so that I would often find myself going on in most 
profound style while talking with her. and would wonder, when 1 
was through, whether 1 was really a little boy still. 

When she had enlightened us many months the time came for 
ner to take leave, and she besought my mother to give me to her 
for company. All the family wondered what she could find to like 
in* Henry ; imt if she did like me, it was no matter, and so was the 
case dis|w>sed of. 

From that time I h>ol with her and there are some person* who 
can make the word htr signify much more than it commonly doe# 

ami she w rought on my charaeter all tho»v miracle* which 1 m me* 
volent genius can work. She ipneted my heart, directed my feel- 
ings, unfolded my mind, and educated me, not harshly or by force, 
hut as the blessed* sunshine educates the flower, into full and perfect 
life; and when all that was mortal of her died to this world, her 
word# and deeds of unutterable love shed a twilight around her 
memory that will fade only in the brightness of heaven. 


THK TKA HoSK. 

TiiF.nr. it stood. in its little green vase, on a light {bony stand, in 
the window of the drawing-room. The rich satin curtains, with 
their costly fringe*^ swept down on either sule of it. and around it 
glittered every rare anti fanciful trifle which wealth can offer to 
luxury ; and yet that simple rose was the fairest of them all So 
pure it looked, it# white leaves just touched with that delicious 
creamy tint peculiar to it* kind; its cup so full, so perfect; it# 
bead bending as if it were sinking and melting away in its own 
richness — O, when did ever man make anything to equal the living, 
perfect flower? 

Hut the sunlight that streamed through the window revealed 
something (hirer than the rose. Reclined on an ottoman, in a deep 
recess, and intently engaged with a book, rested what seemed the 
counterpart of that so lovely flower. That cheek so pale, that &ir 
forehead so spiritual, that countenance so full of high thought, those 
long, downcast lashes, and the expression of the beautiful mouth, 
sorrowful, yet subdued and sweet — it seemed like the picture of a 
dream. 

“Florence! Florence!” echoed a merry and musical voice, In a 
sweet, impatient tone. Turn your head, 'reader, and y'ow wifi see a 
light and sparkling maiden, the very model of some little wilful el£ 
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born of mischief and motion, with a dancing eye, a foot that scarcely 
seems to touch the carpet, and a smile *<> multiplied by dimples that 
it seems like a thousand smiles at once. “Come, Florence, I say.” 
said the little sprite, “ put down that wise, pood, and excellent 
volume, and descend from your cloud, and talk w ith a poor little 
mortal.” 

The fair apparition, thus adjured, obeyed ; and, looking up, 
revealed just such eyes as you expected to see beneath such lids — 
eyes deep, pathetic, and rich as a strain of sad music. 

“1 say, cousin,” said the “bright ladye,” “I have been thinking 
what you are to do with your pet rose when you go to New York, 
as, to our consternation, you are determined to do; von know it 
would Ik* a sad pity to leave it with such a scatterbrain as I am. •! 
do love llowers, that is a fact ; that is, I like a regular bouquet, cut 
ofl'utid tied up, to carry to a party ; but as to all this tending and 
fussing, which is needful to keep them growing, 1 have no gifts in 
that line.” 

“ Make yourself easy as to that, Kate,” said Florence, with a 
smile; “ I have no intention of calling upon your talents; I have 
an asylum in \iew for my favourite.” 

“<), then you know just what 1 was going to say. Mrs. Marshall, 
l presume, has lieen speaking to you; she was here yesterday, and 
I was quite* pathetic upon tin* subject, telling her the loss your 
favourite would sustain, and so forth ; and she said how delighted 
she would he to have it in her greenhouse, it is in such a fine state 
now, so full of buds. 1 told her 1 knew you would like to give it 
to her, you are so fond of Mrs. Marshall, you know.” 

“ Now, Kate, 1 am sorry, hut I have otherwise engaged it.” 

“Whom can it he to * you have’ so few intimates here.” 

“O, it is only one of my odd fancier.” 

“ Hut do tell me, Florence.” 

" Well, cousin, you know the little pale girl to whom we give 
sewing.” 

“What! little Mary Stephens ? llow absurd ! Florence, this is 
just another of your motherly , oldmaidish ways — dressing dolls for 
poor children, making bonnets and knitting socks for all the little 
dirty babies in the region round ul>ont. 1 do believe you have made 
more calls iu those two vile, ill-smelling alleys hack of our house, 
than ever you have in Chestnut Street, though you know' everybody 
is half dyiug to see you ; and now. to crown all, you must give this 
choice little bijou to a seamstre.ts girl, when out* of your most inti- 
mate friends, in your own class, would value it so highly. What 
in the world can people in their circumstances want of dowers?” 

“Just the same as 1 do,” replied Florence, calmly. “Have you 
not noticed that the little girl never comes here without looking 
wistfully at the opening buds ? And don’t you remember, the other 
morning, she asked me so prettily if 1 would let her mother come 
and see it, she was so fond of dowers?” 

“ But, Florence, only think of this rare flower standing on a table 
with ham, eggs, cheese, and flour, and stifled in that close little room 
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where Mrs. Stephens ami her daughter manage to wash, iron, cook, 
ami nobody knows what beside".” 

“Well, Kate, ami if 1 we?e obliged lc» live in one eoai>e room, 
and wash, ami iron, ami eo >k. as \ on say if I hail to spent! every 
moment of my time in toil, with no propped from my window hut 
a brick wall and dirty lane— such a tlower as this would he untold 
enjoyment to me.” 

“Pshaw! Florence — all sentiment : poor people have no time to 
be sentimental. Besides, I don't believe it will grow with them; it 

a green-house tlower, and used to delieate li\ing.” 

“ O. as to that, a tlower ue\er inquires w hether its owner is rich 
or poor; and Mrs. Stephens, whatever else she has not. has sunshine 
of as good quality as tins that streams through our window. The 
heautrul things that (jod makes are his gift to all alike. You will 
see that my fair rose will he as well and cheerful in Mrs. Stephens' 
room as in ours.” 

“ Well, after all, ln>w odd! When one rives to poor people, one 
wants to gi\e them something useful — a bushel of potatoes, a hum, 
and sueh tilings.” 

“ Why, certainly, potatoes and ham must Ik* supplied ; but, having 
ministered to the first and most craving wants, why not add any 
other little pleasures or gratifications we may have it in our power 
t*> bestow ? I know there are many of the poor who have fine feel- 
ing and a keen sense of the beautiful, which rusts out ami die* 
because they are too hard pressed to procure it any gratification. 
PtK»r Mrs. Stephens, for example : I know she would enjoy birds. 
*aud flowers, an 1 music, as much as I do. 1 have seen her eje light 
up as she looked on these things in our drawing room, and yet not 
one beautiful tlmitr can she command. From necessity, her room, 
her clothing, all *die has, must he coarse and plain. * You should 
have seen the almost rapture she and Mar> felt when I ottered them 
my rose.” 

** Dear me! all this may !*• true, hut I never thought of it before. I 
never thought that these hard-working people had any ideas of taste!** 

“Then why do you see tie* geranium or rose so carefully nursed 
in the old cracked teapot in the poorest room ; or the morning glory 
planted in a box and twined alxmt the window ? I)o not these show 
that the human heart yearns for the beautiful in all ra. ks of life? 
You remember, Kate, how our washerwoman sat up a whole night, 
after a hard day’s work, to make her first baby a pretty dress to be 
baptized in.” 

“ Yes, and I remember how I laughed at you for making *ucb a 
tasteful little cap for it.” 

*• Well, Katy, I think the look of perfect delight with which the 
poor mother regarded her baby in its new dress and cap was some- 
thing quite worth creating: 1 do believe she could not have felt 
more grateful if I had sent her a barrel of flour.” 

14 Well, I never thought before of giving anything to the poor but 
what they really needed, and I have always l>een willing to do that 
when 1 could without going far out of my waj .*• 
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u Well, cousin, if our heavenly Father gave to us after this mode, 
we should have only coarse, shapeless piles of provisions lying about 
the world instead of all this beautiful variety of trees, and fruits, 
and dowers.” 

“Well, well, cousin, 1 suppose you are right -but have mercy on 
my poor head ; it is too small to hold so many new ideas all at once 
— so go ou your own waj And the little lady began practising a 
waltzing step before the glass with great satisfaction. 


It was a very small room, lighted by only one window. There 
was no carpet on the floor ; there was a clean, but coarsely -covered 
bed in one corner ; a cupboard, with a few dishes and plates, in the 
other; a chest of drawers; and before the window stood a small 
cherry stum), quite new, and, indeed, it was the only article in the 
room that seemed so. 

A pale, sieklv-looking woman of about forty was leaning back in 
her rocking chair, her eyes closed and her lips compressed as if in 

E aiu. She rocked backward and forward a few minutes, pressed 
er hand hard upon her eyes, and then languidly resumed her fine 
stitching, ou which she had lieen busy since morning. The door 
opened, and a slender little girl of about twelve years of age entered, 
her large blue eyes dilated and radiant with delight as she bore in 
the vase with the rose-tree in it. 

“(), see, mother, see 1 Her« is one in full bloom, and two more 
half out, and ever so many more pretty buds peeping out of the 
green leaves.*' 

The poor woman's face brightened as she looked, first on the rose 
and then on her sickly child, on whose face she had not seen so 
bright a colohr for months. 

"(iod bless her !” she exclaimed, unconsciously. 
u Miss Florence —yes, I knew you Mould feel so, mother. Does 
it not make your head feel letter to see such a beautiful flower ? 
Now, you will not look so longingly at the flowers in the market, 
for we have a rose that is handsomer than any of them. Why it 
Meats to me it is worth as much to us as our whole little garden used 
to be. Only sec how many buds there are ! Just count them, and 
only smell the flower ! Now, where shall we set it up?'* Aud Mary 
skipped about, placing her flower first in one position and then in 
another, and walking off to see the effect, till her mother gently 
reminded her that tile rose-tree could not preserve its beauty without 
sunlight. 

“ O, yes, truly,” said Mary ; “ well, then, it must stand here on 
our new stand. How glad 1 am that we have such a handsome new 
stand for it! it will look so much better.” And Mrs. Stephens laid 
down her work, and folded a piece of newspaper, on which the 
treasure was duly deposited. 

" There,' ** said Mary, watching the arrangement eagerly, “that 
will do — no, for it does not show both the opening buds ; a little 
father around - a little more ; there, that is right;** and then Mary 
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walked around to view the rose in various positions, after which the 
urg«*d her mother to go with h**r to the out>idi\ and see how it looked 
there. 4 * How kind it was in Miss Klondike to think of giving thin to 
us !*' said Mary ; *• though she had done so much for uh, and given us 
so many thing**, yet this seems the b-st of all, because it seems as if 
she thought of us, and knew just how we felt ; and so few do that, 
you know ; mother.” 

What a bright afternoon thut little gift made in that little room 1 
How much faster Mary’s fingers flew the livelong day as she sat 
%ewing by her mother! and Mrs. Stephens, in the happiness of her 
child, almost forgot that she had a headache, and (nought, as she 
sipped her evening cup of tea, that she felt stronger than she had 
dose for some time. 

That rone I its sweet influence died not with the first day. 
Through all the long, cold winter, the watching, tending, cherishing 
that flower awakened a thousand pleasant train** of thought, that 
beguiled the sameness and weariness of their life. Kvery day the 
fair, growing thing put forth some fresh lieaiity - a leaf, a hud, a new 
shoot, and constanilv awakened fresh enjo> incut in its possessors. As 
it stood in the window, the passer by would sometimes stop and 
gaze, attracted hv its lieauty, and then proud and happv was Mary ; 
nor did even the serious and care-worn widow notice with in- 
difference this tribute to the lieauty of their favourite. 

Hut little did Florence think, when she Uttowed the gift, that 
there twined about it an invisible thread that reached far and 
brightly into the web of her destiny. 

Oue cold afternoon in early spring, a tall and graceful gentleman 
called at tlie lowly room to (>ay for the making of some linen by the 
inmates. He was a stranger ami wayfarer, recommended through 
the charity of some of Mrs. Stephens's patrons. As luf turned to go, 
his v ) e rested admiringly on tn rose-tree; and he stopped to gaae 
at it. 

“ How beautiful !'* said he. 

“ Yes,” said little Mary ; “and it was given to ua by a lady a« 
sweet and beautiful as that is.” 

“ Ah,” said the stringer, turning upon her a pair of bright dark 
eyes, pleased and rather struck by the communication ; “ and how 
came she to give it to you, my little girl ?” 

”O f because we are i>oor, and mother is sick, and we never can 
have anything pretty. We used to bare a garden once ; and we 
loved flowers so much, and Miss Florence found it out, and so she 
gave us this.” 

” Florence !** echoed the stranger. 

‘‘Yes, Miss Florence L’ Estrange— a beautiful lady. They say 
she was from foreign parts ; but she speaks English just like other 
ladies, only sweeter" 

** Is she here now ? is she in this city Y* said the gentleman, 
eagerly. 

“ No ; she left some months ago,” said the widow, noticing tb« 
shade of disappointment on his ace. M Hat," said she, “ you can 
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find out all about her at !u*r aunt’s, Mrs. ('arhsle's. No. 10 

Street.” 

A short lime after Florence received a l.-tf.-r in a li.u <1 writim: 
that made her tremble. During the mar.) earl) >e.irs of her life 
spent in France she had ,w«dl learned to know that writing —had 
loved an a woman like her loves onl) onee ; but there had Wen 
obstacle* of parents and friends, I «»ng separation, long suspense, till, 
after anxious \ ear*, she had believed the ocean had dosed o\er that 
hand and heart ; and it was this that bad tom bed w ith such pensise 
sorrow the lines in her io\e!y faee. « 

Hut this letter told that he was living — that he had traced her, 
even as a hnhlen streamlet m.i) be traced, by tin* freshness, the 
verdure of heart, which In r deed* of kindness had left wherever She 
had passed. Thus much said, our readers need no help in finishing 
luy storv for themselves. 


HOW DO \VK KNOW ? 

It was a splendid room. Uieh curtains 'swept down to the floor in 
graceful folds, half excluding the light, and shedding it in soft hues 
over the fine old paintings on the walls, and over the broad mirrors that 
reflect all that taste can accomplish by the hand of wealth. Hooks, 
the rarest and most eostl), were around, in every form of gorgeous 
binding anti gilding, and among them, glittering in ornament, lay a 
magnificent Bible — a Bible too beautiful in its appointments, too 
showy, too ornamental, ever to hi»ve been meant to In* read — a 
Bible which every visitor should take up and exclaim, “ What a 
beautiful edition ! what superb binding!” and then lay it down 
again. 

And the master of the house w a« lounging on a sofa, looking over 
a late review— -for he was a man of leisure, taste, and reading — but, 
then, as to reading the Bible!— that forms, we suppose, no part of 
the pretensions of a man of letters. The Bible— certainly he con- 
sidered it a very mprctable l*>ok — a flue specimen of ancient 
literature — an admirable book of moral precepts; but then, as to its 
divine origin, he had not exactly made up his mind : some parts 
appeared strange and inconsistent to his reason - others were revolt- 
ing to his taste: true, he had never studied it very attentively, yet 
such was his < jenentl imjtressian about it . but, on the whole, he 
thought it well enough to keep an elegant copy of it on his drawing- 
room table. 

So much for one picture. Now for another. 

Come with us into this little dark alley, and up a flight of ruinous 
stairs. It is a hitter night, and the wind and snow might drive 
through the crevices of the poor nxun, were it not that careful 
hands have stopped them with paper or cloth. But. for all this 
carefulness, the room is bitter cold - col l even with those few 
decaying brands on the hearth, w hich that sorrowful woman is 
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trying to kindle with her breath. Do you see that pair, litth*. thin 
girl. with largo, bright ocs who i-. crouching *> unr her mother? 
— hark! how *h ■ rnuj'iik ! Now livt«n. 

** Mary, nt\ tli ur child.” <iy * the mother. *' do kerp that shawl 
<*h*v a’tont Noii ; \ oil asv told, 1 know,” and the woman shiver* as 
►he ►{* ak‘. 

“ No, mother, not r*ry.” replies th»* child, again relapsing into 
that hollow, ominous cough. ** I wish urn wouldn’t make me 
ulwj\s wear xoar «di»wl '• he.« it is c«»M, mother. 

*‘ i). ar < )i:ld, \ou jai-»J i» »m st. How mui rough to-night ! ” 
replies t;ie motio-r , *’ it ivally don't seem right for use to send \mi 
up tiiat long, eold, Mreet, m w y ur shoos have grown so poor, too j 
1 ttift'i go unset I, after tins.’ 

" <) mother. y on must stay with the bahy wl.at if he should 
ha\ e one of those dreadlui lits while \<*u ate gone ! No, l cun go 
very well, l haw* got \:u d to t ti«* cold now.” 

** Hut, mother. 1 m eold.” suns a little \niee from the scanty lied 
in the corner ; ** mayn't 1 get up and come to the lire?” 

“ Dear child, it would not warm you ; it is very eold here, and I 
can’t make any limn* tire to-night.” 

“ Why can't ton, mother? There are four whole sticks of wood 
in the 1k>x ; do put one on, and let's get warm once.” 

No, my dear little Henry,” says the mother, soothingly, 
“that is all the wood mother has, and I haven't an y money to get 
more.” 

And now wakins the si< k bahy in the cradle, and mother and 
daughter are Iwith for some tune tm-t iu attempting to supply its 
little wants, and lulling it again to sleep. 

And now look you well at that mother. Six month* ago she had 
a husband, whose earnings procured for her both the necessaries ami 
comforts of life ; her children were c lothed, fed. and schooled, 
without thoughts of her s. Hut hushandless, friendless, and alone, 
in the heart of a great, busy city, w ith feeble health, and only the 
precarious resource of her needle, she has gone down from comfort 
to extreme poverty. I^ook at her now, a« she is to-night. She 
knows full well that the pale, bright-eyed girl, whose hollow cough 
constantly rings in her ears, is far from well. >hc knows that cold, 
and hunger, ami exposure of e\cry kind, are daily and surely wear- 
ing away her life. And yet what can she do? Poor soul I how 
many times has she calculated all her little resources, to see if she 
could pay a d.ictor and get medicine for Mary • yet all in vain. 
She knows that timely medicine, caw*, fresh air, and warmth mi^bt 
save her ; hut she knows that all these things are out of the question 
for her. She feels, too. as a mother would feel, when she sees her 
once ro«y, happy little boy Incoming pale, and anxious and fretful ; 
and even when he teases her most, she only stoj s her work a 
moment, and strokes his little thin cheeks, aud thinks what a 
laughing, happy little fellow he once was till she has not a bear! to 
reprove him. And all this <iav slm has toiled with a sick and fretful 
baby in her lap, and her littfe shivering hungry boy at her side. 
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whom Mary'* patient artifice* cannot always keep quiet ; she ha* 
toiled over the la*t piece of work which she can procure from the 
shop, for the man has told her that after this he can furnish no 
more; and the little money that is to come from this is already 
portioned out in her owu mind, and after that she has no human 
prospect of support. 

But yet that woman’s face is patient, quiet, firm. Nay, vou may 
even see in her suffering eye something like peace. And whence 
come* it? 1 will tell you. 

There is a Bible in that room, as well as in the rich man’s apart- 
ment. Not splendidly Ismud, to be sure, hut faithfully read —a plain, 
homely, much-worn book. 

Hearken now , while she says to her children, “ Listen to me, dear 
children, and I will read you something out of this hook. ‘ Jx*t not 
your heart In* troubled ; iu inv father's house are many mansions.' 
So you see, my children, we shall not always live in this little, cold, 
dark room. Jesus Christ has promised to take us to a better 
home.” 

“ Shall wc 1 h* warm there all day ? ” says the little boy, earnestly ; 
“and shall we have enough to eat?” 

“ Yes, dear child,” says the mother ; *• listen to what the Bihle 
says: ‘They shall hunger no more, neither thirst anymore : for the 
Lamb which is in the midst of the throne shall feed them ; and God 
shall wipe away all tears from their eyes.' ” 

“ I am glad of that,” said i : t tie Man, “ for, mother, I never can 
bear to see you cry." 

“ But, mother,” says little Uetity, “ won’t God send us something 
to eat to-morrow ?” 


‘♦See.” say* the mother, “ what the Bible says : ‘ Seek ye not what 
ye shall eat nor what ye shall drink, neither be of anxious 
mixui. For your Father knoweth that > c have need of these 
things.' ” 

“But, mother,” says little Mary, “ if God is our Father, and loves 
us, what doe* be let us Ik* so j>oor for ? ” 

“ Nay,” say* the mother, “ our dear Ijord Jesus Christ was as poor 
as we are, nod, God certainly loved him.” 

** Was he, mother ?” 

M Ye*, children; you remember how he said, ‘The Son of man 
hath not where to fay his head.’ And it tell* us more than once 
that Jesus was hungry when there was tame to give hint food.” 

“ O mother, what should we do without the Bible ? ” says 

Mary. 

Now, if the rich mac, who had not yet made up bis mind what to 
think of the Bible, should visit this poor woman, and ask her on 
what *he grounded her belief of iu truth, what could she answer? 
Could abe give the arguments from miracles and prophecy ? Could 
she account for all the changes which might have taken place 
in it through translators and copyists, and prove that we have a 
genuine and unewrrupted veraiuu f Not she' But how, then, doc* 
ah* know that ilia true t How, say you ? How does she know that 
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the ha* warn life-blood iu her heart ? How does the know tint 
there it Mich t .thing a* air ami suushiuc? She does not M*«w 
thete thing*, the kuou $ them ; and in like manner, with a deep heart* 
cmi*ciou*nes* p the i* certain that the wonU of her Hibieare truth and 
life. U it by reasoning that the frightened child, bewildered in the 
dark, know* it* mother * voice? No! nor it it only by reasoning 
that the forlorn and di*tre**efl human heart know* the voice of its 
Sa\ lour, and i * still. 


ninisTM.vs; or,, Tin: (;ood eaiky. 

“ O i*f.*k! <*hrbtm:i* is coming in a fortnight, and I have got 
to ftiink up present* for r\erjl>ody !” said young Eleanor Stuart, as 
the leaned languidly hack in her ehair. *' Dear me, it’* so 
tedium! Everslxidy has got everything that can In* thought of.'* 

** (), no.” «tauf hei confidential ad\i*«*r, Miss |,e*ter, in a soothiug 
time “ You ha\e mean* of hut mg everything ton can fancy ; and 
when evert shop ami store is glittering with all manner of 
splendour*, you cannot Mirelt he at a !<>**. ’* 

** Well, now. ju*t listen, ’fo Itegin with, there’* mamma. What 
can 1 get for her ? I have thought of ever so many things. She 
ha* three card case*, four gold thimhles, two or three gold chains, 
two writing desks of different pattern* ; and then a* to rings, 
hrooche*. Im»x «•*, and all other thing*. 1 should think the might he 
tick of the sight of them 1 am sure I am," said she, languidly 
ga/ing on her xhitt and jew tiled finger*. 

This view of the case teenies! rather puzzling to the adviter, and 
there was silence for a few moment*, when Kleanor, yawning, 
rwimol : — 

*• And then there* s Cousins Jane and Mary ; I suppose they will 
be corning down on me with a whole load of presents ; and Mr*. B. 
will *<*nd rne something —the did last year ; ami then there'* 
<!ou*in* William and Torn — I must get them something; and I 
would like lo do it well enough, if I only knew what to get/* 

** Well,” said Eleanor’s aunt, who had been sitting quietly 
rattling her knitting needle* during this speech, ** it’s a pity that 
you had not such a subject to practise on a* I was when I watt 
girl. Present* did not fiv alxuit in those day* as they do ooir # 
I remember, m hen I was ten year* old, my father gave me a moat 
marvellously ugly sugar dog for a Christina* gift, and I was 
perfectly delighted with it, the \cry idea of a present was so new 
to us.” 

“Dear annt, how delighted I should be if I bad any such fresh, 
unsophisticated laxly to get present* for l But to get and get tor 
people that have more than they know what to do with now ; to 
add picture*, book*, and gilding when the centre tallies are loaded 
with them now, and rings and jewels when they are a perfect drug! 
I wish myself that I were not sick, and sated, and tired with having 
every thing in the world given m#* " 

M Well, Eleanor,” said her aunt, M if you really do want a*- 
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sophisticated subjects to practice on, I can put von in the way of it, 
1 can allow you more than one family to whom you might seem to 
be a very good fairy, and when* such gifts a* you could give with 
all ease would seem like a magic dream.'* 

“ Why, that would really he worth while, aunt.” 

** Ijook over in that back alley,” said her aunt. “You see those 
buildings ?'* 

44 That miserable row of shanties? Yes.” 

14 Well, I have several acquaintances there who have never U*en 
tired of Christmas gifts, or gift** of any other hind. 1 assure yoi^ 
you could make quite a sensation oxer 'here.” 

** Well, who is tiieiv? I.et us know.” 

“ l)o you remember Owen, that u**ed to make your shoes?” 

44 Yes. I remember something alwuil him,” 

“ Well, he has fallen into a consumption, and cannot work any 
more; and he, and his wife, a. id three little children live in one of 
the rooms.” 

44 How do they get along?” 

*• His wife takes iti sewing soun times, and sometimes goes out 
washing. Poor Owen! 1 was over there yesterday ; he looks thin 
and wasted, and his wife was saving that lie was parched with 
constant fever, ami had very little appetite. She had, w ith great 
self-denial, and by restricting herself almost of necessary food, got 
him two or three oranges; and the poor fellow seemed so eager 
after them !** 

“ Hour fellow’!” said Idea nor, involuntarily. 

44 Now,” said her aunt, “ suppose Owen's w ife should get upon 
Christmas morning and find at the door a couple of dnieu of 
oranges, and some of those nice white grapes, such as yon had at 
your party last week ; don’t you think it would make a sensation?” 

“ Why.’ yes, 1 think very likely it might; hut who else, aunt ? 
1 * 0 X 1 spoke of n great many 

** Well, on the lower floor there is a neat little room, that is always 
kept perfect!) trim and this ; it Iwlongs to a young couple who 
have nothing beyond the husband' s day^watec* to live on. They are, 
nevertheless, as cheerful and chipper as a couple of wrens ; and she 
in up and down half u domx times a-d,»\, to help imor Mrs. Owen. 
She has a Ixaby of her own. al*>ul ti'e months obi, and of course 
den s all the cooking, washing, and ironing for herself and husband ; 
tml yet, when Mrs, Owen gx»os out to wash, she takes her baby, and 
keeps it whole days for her. * 

44 I'm wire she deserve* that the good fairies should smile on 
her.*’ said Kleauor ; “ one l*aby exhaust* my stock of virtut*s very 
rapidly,” 

44 Hut you ought to see her baby,” said Aunt K. ; “ so plump, so 
row*, and good-natured, and always clean as a lily. This baby is a 
aort of household shrine ; nothing is too sacred or too good for it ; 
ami I believe the little thrifty woman feel* only one temptation to 
he extravagant, ami that is to gvt some omainents to adorn (hit 
little divinity .” 
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u Why, did she ever tel! you so ?*’ 

“No; but one day, when l was coming down Muir*, the door of 
their room was partly open, and ! saw a pedler there with open 
box. John, the husband, was standing with a little purple cap cm 
his hand, which he was regarding with mystified, admiring air, 
as if he did'nt quite comprehend it, and trim little Mary gating at 
it with longing eyes. 

“ ' 1 think we might get it/ said John. 

“ * O, no,’ said she regretfully: * yet I wish we could, it** so 
pretty ! ’ ” 

• ** Say no more, aunt. 1 see the good fairy must pop a cap into 
the window on Christmas morning. Indeed, it shall be done. How 
they will wonder where it came from, and talk about it for months 
to come ' “ * 

“Well, then,” continued her aunt, “in the next street to our* 
there is a miserable building, that looks if it were just going 

to topple over ; and away up in the third story, in a little room 
just under the eaves, live tv»o poor lonely old women. They are 
lwth nearly on to ninety. I was in there the da) before yesterday . 
OueVif them is constantly confined to her bed with rheumatism 
the other, weak aud feeble, with failing sight and trembling hands, 
totters about, her on!) helper ; and they are entirely dependent on 
charit)." 

“Can’t they do anything? Can't they kuit?" said Eleanor. 

“You art* ) oung aud strong, Eleanor, and have quick eyes and 
nimble fingers ; how long would it take you to knit a pair of 
stockings f " 

“I?” said Eleanor. “ What an idea! I never tried, but I think 
I could get a pair done in a week, perhaps." 

“And if somebody gave you twent) -five cents for them, and out 
of this you had to* get food, and pav n*,ra-rent f and buy cool for 
your fire, and oil for your lamp ” 

“ Stop, aunt, for pit)'* *akc !** 

“ Well, l will stop ; but they can't : they must pay so much every 
month for that miserable shell they live m, or be turned into the 
street. The meal and dour that some kind person sends, goes off 
for them just as it does for others, and they must get more or starve; 
and coal is now scarce and high priced." 

** O aunt, I’m quite convinced I’m sure ; don’t run me down and 
annihilate me with all these terrible realities. What shall 1 do to 
play good fair* to these j»oor oid women ?” 

“If you wifi give me full power. Eleanor, 1 will put up a basket 
to be sent to them that will give them something to remember all 
winter/’ 

** O. certainly l will. last me sec if I can’t think of so me t h i ng 
myself/* 

“ Well. Eleanor, suppose, then, some fifty or sixty years hence, 
if yon were old, and your father, and mother, and aunts, ami 
nodes, now so thick around yon, lay cold and silent ia *» tmtmf 
graves — you have somehow got away off to a strange etty, what* 

9 



82 CHB18TMA8, OB THE OOOI) TAIKY. 


you wore never known you live in a miserable garret, where 
snow blows at night through the cracks, and the fire is very apt 
to jgo out in the old cracked stove — \ou sit crouching over the 
dying embers the evening before Christmas — nobody to speak to 
you, nobody to care for you, except another |>oor old soul who 
lies moaning in the bed. Now, what would you like to have sent 
you ?" 

“O aunt, what a dismal picture !" 

“And yet, Kiln, all poor, forsaken old women are made of young 
girls, who expected it in their youth as little as you do, perhaps." 

“Say no more, aunt. 1*1! buy— let me see— a comfortable ward! 
•bawl for each of these jnmr women ; and I’ll send them — let me 
•ee— O, some tea nothing goes down with old women like tea; 
aud I’ll make John wheel some coal over to them ; and, aunt, it 
would not be a very bad thought to send them a new stove. I re- 
member, the other day, when mamma was pricing stoves, 1 saw 
some such nice ones for two or three dollars.’* 

“ For a new hand,*Klla, you work up the idea very well/' said 
her aunt. 

“ But how much ought I to give, for any one case, to these 
women, say ?“ 

“ How much did you give last year for any single Christmas 
present?" 

“ Why, six or seven dollars for some ; those elegant souvenirs were 
•even dollars; that ring I gave Mrs. B. was twenty.** 

“ And do you suppose Mrs. K. was any happier for it ?’’ 

“ No, really, I don’t think she cared much alnnit it ; hut I had to 

S ’ve her something, because she haul sent me something the year 
fore, and 1 did not want to send a paltry present to one in her 
circumstances.” 


“Then, Klim, uive the same to any poor distressed, suffering 
creature who really needs it. and see in how many forms of good 
such a sum will appear. That one hard, cold, glittering ring, 
tb*t now cheers nolxidy and means nothing, that you give because 
you must, and she takes because she must, might, if broken up 
iato smaller sums, send real warm and heartfelt gladness through 
many a cold and cheerless dwelling - through many an aching heart/* 
“ Yon are getting to be an orator, aunt ; but don’t you approve 
of Christmas presents, among friends and equals?” 

“ Yea, indeed/* mid her aunt, fondly stroking her head. •* I have 
bad some Christmas presents that did *t»e a world of good— a little 
boob mark, for instance, that a certain niece of mine worked for 


mo, with wonderful secrorv, three years ago, w hen she was not a 
young lady with a parse full of mouev -that book mark was a true 
Christmas present ; and my young couple across the way are plotting 
« profound surprise to each other on Christmas morning. John has 
contrived, by an hour of extra work every night, to lay by enough 
in fit Mary a new calico dress ; and she, poor mol, has bargained 
away the only thing in the Jewellery line she ever po warned, to be 
laid mil la a new bat for him. 
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** I know. too. a washerwoman who has a poor lame boy — a 
patient, ire nth* little fellow — who has lai# quietly for week* and 
months in his little eril*. ami hi* mother is going to £'*« him a 
splendid Christmas present.” 

*• What is it, pray ?'* 

u A whole orange! Don’t laugh. She will pay ten whole cents 
for it; for it shall !>e none of vour common oranges, but a picked 
one of the very best going’ she has put by the money, a cent at a 
time, for a whole month ; ami nobody knows which will Ik* happiest 
iivit, Willie or hi** mother. These are such Christmas presents as f 
like to think of gifts coming from love; ami tending to produce 
love ; these are the appropriate gifts of the day.” 

“Tint don’t \i<{i think that it s right for those who hurt money to 
give expensive presents, supposing always, a* you aay, they are given 
from real affection?” 

“Sometimes, undoubtedly. The Saviour did not condemn her 
who broke an alabaster 1m»x of ointment eery previous — simply as a 
proof of love, even although the suggestion was made, ‘This might 
have U*eu sold f«»r three hundred pence, and given to the poor/ I 
have thought he would regard with sympathy the fond effort* which 
human love sometimes makes to express it*« If by gifts, the rarest 
and most costly. How I rejoiced with all tnv heart, when Charles 
Klton gave his poor mother that splendid Chinese shawl and gold 
watch! iH'catise 1 knew they came from the very fulness or hi* 
heart to a mother that he could not do too much for a mother that 
ha* done and suffered everything for him. In some such caaet, when 
resources are ample, a costly gift *eem* to have a graceful appro* 
priateness: but I cannot approve of it if it exhausts all the mean* of 
doing for the poor ; it tv better, then, to give a simple offering, and 
to do something for those who reaJly need it.” 

Eleanor looked thoughtful ; her aunt laid down her knitting, and 
said, in a tone of gentle seriousness, “ Whose birth doc* Chnatmaa 
commemorate, KHa?” 

“Our Saviour’s, certainly, aunt.” 

“ Yev,” said her aunt, And when and how was he born? In a 
stable! laid in a manger; thus born, that in all ages he might bo 
known as the brother and friend of the p<»or. And surely, it seems 
but appropriate to commemorate his birthday by an especial remem- 
brance of the lowly, the poor, the outcast, and distressed ; and if 
Christ should come back to our city on a Christinas day, where 
should we think it most appropriate to his character to find him ? 
Would he tw carrying splendid gifts to splendid dwellings, or would 
he be glidingahout in the cheerless haunts of the desolate* the poor* 
the forsaken, and the sorrowful ?” 

And here the conversation ended. 

• • • • • 

“What sort of Christmas presents is Ella buying?” said Cousin 
Tom, as the waiter handed in a portentous-looking package, which 
had been just rung in at the door. 
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gray blaukct shawls! These must be for you and me, Tom ! And 
what's this ? A great hol^pf cotton flannel, and grey yarn stocking* !” 

The door hell rang again, and the waiter brought in another bulky 
parcel, and deposited it on the marble-topped centre table. 

“What’s here?” said Will, cutting the cord. “Whew! a perfect 
nest of packages! Oolong tea! oranges! grapes! white sugar! 
Bless me, Ella must l»e going to housekeeping!" 

“ Or going crazy !“ said Tom ; “ and on my word,** said he, looking 
out of the window. “ there’s a drayman ringing at our door, with a 
stove, with a teakettle set in the top of it !” # 

“ Ella’s cook stove, of course,” said Will ; and just at this moment 
the young lady entered, with her purse hanging gracefully over her 
hand. * 

“Now, hoys, you are tin* bad!” she exclaimed, as each of the 
mischievous youngsters were gravely marching up and down, attired 
in a gray shawl. 

“ Did nt you get them for us? We thought you did,” said both. 

“ Ella, I want some of that cotton flannel, to make lire a pair of 
pantaloous,” said Tom. 

“ I say, Ella,” said Will, •• when are you going to housekeeping? 
Your cooking stove is standing down in the street; *pou my word, 
John is loading some coal on the dray with it.” 

** Ella, isn’t that going to Ik. 1 sent to my office ?” said Tom ; “ do you 
know I do so languish for a new stove, with a teakettle in the top, 
to heat a fellow ’s shaving waier !” 

Just then, another ring at the door, and the grinning waiter 
handed in a small brown paper parcel for Miss Ella Tom made a 
dive at it, and staving off the brown paper, developed a jaunty little 
purple velvet cop, witli silver tassels. 

“ My smoking cap, as 1 live !” said he ; “only I shall have to wear 
it on my thumb, instead of my head too small entirely," said he, 
shaking his head gravely. 

“ Come, you saucy boys,” said Aunt E., entering briskly, “ what 
arc you teasing Ella for?” 

“ Why, do see this lot of things, aunt ! What in the world is Ella 
going to do with them?” 

“0,1 know!” 

** You know ! Then I con guess, aunt, it is some of your charitable 
works. You are going to make a juvenile Lod\ Bountiful of 
El, eh?” 

Ella, who had coloured to the roots of her hair at the 'of her 
■very unfashionable Christmas preparations, now took heart, and be- 
stowed a very gentle and salutary littkyuff on the saucy head that 
Still wore the purple cap, aud then hastened to gather up "her various 
purchases. 

** Laugh away,” said she, gaily ; “and a good many others will 
laugh, too* over these things. 1 got them to moke people laugh- 
people that arc not in the habit of laughing !” 

“Well, well. I see into it," said Will; “and I tell yoti 1 think 
tight well of the idea, too. There arc worlds of money waited, at 



TRIALS OP A llorftKICKRFKR. 


85 


this time of the year, in getting things that nobody wants, and nobody 
cares for after they are got ; and I am glatjk for my part, that you 
are goms to get up a variety in thn» line; in fact. 1 should like to 
g»xc you one of these stray leaver to help on,” said he, dropping a 
tendollur note into her paj*r. I like to encourage girls to think of 
soniethmg beside* breastpin* and sugar-candy 

Hut our story spins on too long. If unybidy Hants to see the re- 
sults of r.lla s first attempts at •/>-< */ fairy mm, they e:»n call at the doors 
of t h * i or three o! I Imildings oji Christmas morning, and they shall 
l^ur ail about it. 


Ti i \i.s i.r a hocm;kkkpi:i:. 

I it w k a d tail of v. ry homely gri**\um*e* to present; but such as 
they are many a heart will feel them to hi* he.ixy - thr tria r $ of a 

hutihtf orfiff. 

“ i 'oh !'* s,»ys one of the 1 »r-ls of ere.itioji, taking his cigar out of 
hi# mouth, an l twirling it •» hi* i«-i tirsi fingers, “what a 

fu«* these women do make of this simple matter of wanaytny a 
Jamil ! 1 can't see for my life as there i- anything m» extra* 

ordinary to U- d*>m in tlfC matte; of housekeeping: only three 
meals a-day to he got and t le.it e l off* -s*nd it really *eon»* to take 
up tin* whole of their mind 1‘r un men. mg till night, /could keep 
h<*»w without v« mueh »»f a forty , 1 know.” 

N"\x, prithee, u«K> I hroth« r. listen to my stoiy, and see how 
mueh you kno.v about it. 1 < nor to this enlightened West about 
a yea: s nee. and was duly e-fabl-do-d hi a comfortable country 
rest.!- :t.»e within a m:b and a half of t )> ■* city, and there coin- 
iik ..«•* *1 flte enjoyment of doun-stie felicity. 1 had been married 
•bout three months, Sind had Ik*, n p:*»ti«*udy tn lorr in the most 
approval roinantie way, with all th** proprieties of mooulight 
walks, grenade#, sentimental billets rtoux, and everlasting attach- 
ment. 

After having b»*rn allowed, as l said, about three month* to get 
over this sort of thing, and to prepare for realities, I wax located 
for life a* aforesaid. My family consisted of myself and husband, 
a female friend ana visitor, and two brothers of my good man, who 
were engaged with him in business. 

I pa*s over the two or thri-e first day* spent in that process of 
hammenng 1 k>xcs breaking crockery, knocking things down aisd 
nicking them tip again, which it commonly called getting to house- 
keeping. As usual, carpel* were sewed and stretched, laid down, and 
taken UP to Ik* *ew«*i over ; things were formed, and reformed* 
traa*( brmed, and conformed, till at la*t a willed order In gan to 
appear. tyut now came up the great point of all. During our con- 
fuaion we had cooked and eaten our until in a very miscellaneous 
and pastoral manner, eating now from the top of a barrel and now 
from a firebird bid on two chd-»- f and dnnhtnf. wime from tea* 
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cups, and tome from saucers, and some from tumbler?, and tome 
from a pitcher big enough to lx? drowned in ; and deeping, some 
Oil sofas, and some on straggling beds and mattresses thrown down 
here and there wherever there was room. All these pleasant 
barbarities were now at an end. The house was in order, the 
dishes put up in their places; three regular meals were to be 
administered in one day, all in an orderly civilised form ; beds 
were to be made, rooms swept and dusted, dishes washed, knives 
scoured, aud all the et cetera to lx* attended to. Now for getting 
"help” as Mrs, Trollope says; and where ami how were we to gpt 
it? We knew M-ry few persons in the city; and how were we to 
accomplish the matter? At length the hou*c of employ merit " 
was mentioned ; and I ny husband was despatched thither regukirly 
every day for a week, while I, in the mean time, was very marly dc- 
spntchrd by the abundance id* work at home. At length, oi.c evening, 
as I was sitting completi ly exhaust mi. thinking of reporting to the last 
feminine expedient for supporting life, via., a g«n.d lit of crying, 
itty husband made his appearance, with a most triumphant air, at 
the door. ‘'There, Maigaret, I lunc got you a couple at last — 
cook and chambermaid." So say ing, he flourished open the door, 
and gave to my view the picture of a little, dry, smith -looking old 
woman, and a great, staring Dutch girl, in a green hounet with red 
ribbons, with mouth wide open, aud balds aud feet that would have 
made a tireek sculptor open his mouth too. I addressed forthwith 
a few words of eitcourageiiieu* to each of this uncultivated-looking 
couple, and proceeded to ask their names; and forthw ith the old 
woman began to snuffle and to wipe her face with w hat was left of au 
old silk pocket- handkerchief preparatory to speaking, while the 
young lady opened her mouth wider, and looked around with a 
frightened air, as if meditating an escape. After some preliminaries, 
however, 1 found out that my old woman was Mrs. Tibbins, and my 
Hebe’s name was h'ottmn ; also, that she knew much more Dutch 
than English, and not any too much of either. The old lady was 
the cook. 1 ventured a few inquiries. “ Had she ever cooked ?” 

* ‘ Yes, ma'am, sartiu ; sin* had lived at two or three places in the 
city." 

*' 1 suspect, my dear,” said my husband, confidently, “ that she is 
an experienced cook, and so your troubles are over ;** and he went 
to reading his newspaper. I said no more, but determined to wait 
till moruiug. The breakfast, to he sure, did not do much honour to 
lh« talents of my official , but it was the first time, and the place 
was new to her. After breakfast was cleared away, I proceeded to 
give directions for dinner ; it was merely a plain joint of meat, 1 
•aid, to he roasted in the tin oven. The erprrimeed cook looked at 
me with a stare of entire vacuity. "The tin oven,” I repeated, 
“stands there,** pointing to it. 

She walk in! up to it, and touched it with inch an appearance of 
suspicion as if it had l wen an electric battery. and then looked round 
at me with a look of such helpless ignorance that my soul was 
moved. “ I never see oue of them things before," said she. 
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44 Never saw a tin oven !** I exclaimed. “ 1 thought you said 
you had cooked in two or three families." 

M They does not have Mich things as them, though/* rejoined my 
old lady. Nothing wax to be done, of course, but to instruct her 
into the philosophy of the case ; am) haviug spitted the joint, and 
given uumberless directions, I walked off to my room to superintend 
the operations of Kotterin, to whom I tiad committed the making 
of my bed and the sweeping of my room, it never having come into 
my head that there cdhII be a wrong way of making a bid ; and to 
{his day it in a tnar\el to me how ati) one could arrange pillows 
and quilt* to make such a nondescript appearance as mine now pre- 
sented. One glance showed me that Kotterin also was ciiNokt,'* 
and that i had as much to do in her department as iu that or my 
old lady. 

Jum then the door dv II rang. •* O, there is the doorbell/* 1 
exclaimed. “ bun. Kotterin, ami show them into the parlour." 

Kotterin started t<> run, as directed, and then stopped, and stood 
looking round on ail the doors ami on me with a wofully puzzled 
air. “The street door/’ said !, pointing toward* the entry. Kot- 
terin blundered into the entry, and stood gluing with a look of 
stupid wonder at the Udl ringing without hands, while I went to 
the door ami let iu the companj before she could lx- fairly made to 
understand the councctmu U- tween the ringing and the phenomenon 
of admission. 

As dinner time approached, 1 sent word into my kitchen to have 
it set on , but, recollecting the state of the heads of department 
there, I soon followed my own orders. I found the tin oveu stand- 
ing out in the middle of the kitchen, and mj cook seated a la 7'urc 
in (runt of it, contemplating the roast meat with full as puzzled an 
air as in the morning. I once more explained the mystery of takinfp 
it off. and assisted her to get it on to the platter, though some w hat 
cooled by having been so long set out for inspection. I was stand- 
ing holding the spit in my hands, when Kotteriu, who had heard 
the door-bell ring, and was determined this time to be in season 
ran into the hall, and soon returning, opened the kitchen door, and 
jxditely inhered in three or four fashionable-looking ladies, exclaim- 
ing. “ Here she ib." As these were strangers from the city, who bad 
come to make their first cal), this introduction was far from proving 
an eligible one — the look of thunderstruck astonishment with which 
I greeted their first appearance, as I stood brandishing the spit, and 
the terrified snuffling and staring of poor Mrs. Tibbins, who again 
had recourse to her old pocket-handkerchief, almost entirely van- 
quished their gravity, and it was evident that the}' were on the 
point of a broad laugh ; «o, recovering my self-ponaesanon, I apolo- 
gised. and led the way to the parlour. 

Let these few incidents be a specimen of the four mortal week* 
that l spent with these “Ar/ps," during which time 1 did almost aa 
much work, with twice as much anxiety, as when there was nobody 
there ; and jet everything weut wrong besides. The young geo tin- 
men co m plain e d of the patches of starch grimed to their collars 
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and the streaks of blank coal ironed into their dickies, while one 
week every pocket-handkerchief in the house was starched so stiff 
that you might as well have carried an earthen plate in your pocket ; 
the tumblers looked muddy ; the plates were never washed clean or 
wiped dry unless I attended to each one ; and as to eating and 
drinking, we experienced a variety that we had not before con- 
sidered possible. 

At length the old woman vanished from the stage, and was suc- 
ceeded by a knowing, active, capable damsel, with a temper like a 
steel trap, who remained with me just one week, and then went off 
it! a fit of spite. To her succeeded a rosy, good-natured, merry' lass, 
who broke the crockery, burned the dinner, tore the clothes in iron- 
ing, and knocked down everything that stood in her way about the 
house, without at all discomposing herself about the matter. One 
night she took the stopper from a lxirn l of mokeses, and came 
singing off up stairs, while the tnohtvo* r.in soberly out into the 
cellar Utttoin all night, till by morning it was m a state of universal 
emancipation. Having done this, and nl-o despatch *d an entire set 
of tea things hv lotting the waiter fall, she one day made her dis- 
appearance. 

Then, for a wonder, there fell to my lot a tidy, efficient-trained 
English girl ; prettv, and genteel, and n«'»t, ami knowing how to do 
everything, and with the sweetest temper in the world. “Now',” 
said I to myself, “ I shall rmt from my labours.” Even thing about 
the house Wgan to co right, end bmked as clean and genteel as 
Mary's own pretty self, lint, alas ! this period of repose was in- 
terrupted by the vision of a clever, trim-looking young man, who 
for some weeks could In* heard scraping his lmot* at- the kitchen 
door cvcr>' Sunday night; and at last Mis> Mary, with some smiling 
•and blushing, gave me to understand that she must leave in two 
weeks. 

** Why, Marv.” said I, feeling a little mischievous, “don't you 
like the place 

44 O, yes, ma'am.” 

44 Theu why do you look for another ?** 

44 1 am not going to another place.” 

44 What, Mary, are you going to learn a trade?” 

44 No, ma'am.” 

44 Why, then, what do you mean to do V 

44 1 expect to keep house ma'am,” said she, laughing and 

blushing. 

44 O ho 1” said 1, 44 that is it and so, in two weeks, I lost the 
best little girl in the world : peace to her memory. 

After this came an interregnum, which put me in mind of the 
chapter in Chronicle# that I used to read with great delight when 
m child, where Hash*, and El ah, and Tibni. and Eimri, and Omri, 
one after the other, came on to the throne of Israel, alt in the com- 
pass of half a dosen verses. We had one old woman, who staid a 
week, and went away with the misery in her tooth ; one ywm? 
woman, who ran away and got married ; one cook, who came at 
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night and went off be fore light in the morning; one very clever 
girl, who staid a mouth, and then went away because her mother 
wan Mck ; another, who ntaid six week*, and was taken with the 
fever herself: and during all this time, who can speak the damage 
and destruction wrought in the domestic paraphernalia l>y pawing 
through these multiplied hands? 

What shall we do? Miall we give up houses, have no furniture to 
take care of, keen merely a hag of meal, a porridge pot, and a 
pudding stick, and sit in our tent-door in real patriarchal indepen* 
deuce? What shall we do ? 


* LITTU: KPWAKn. 

Wi.rk an% of sou born in New Knglaml, in the good old catechizing 
church-going. school-going, orderly times? If so, you may have 
fa* en my l ’tide Ahel ; the most petpeudicnhir, rectangular, upright, 
downright good man that ever 1 alum red six day* and rested on the 
seventh. 

You remember his hard, weather-beaten countenance, when* 
every' line seetn»*d drawn with *‘a pen of iron and the point of a 
diamond , ' his considerate gray ryes, that moved over objects as if 
it were not best to he in a hurry aUnit seeing; the cirt’unnprd 
opening and shutting of the mouth ; his down sitting and up rising, 
all performed with conviction aforethought -ill snort, the whole 
ordering of his life and conversation, which wan, according to the 
tenor of the military order, “ to the right about face — forward, 
march ! ” 

Now, if you supposed, from all this triangularism of exterior* 
that this good man bad nothing kindly within, yon were much 
mistaken. You often find the greenest gras* under a snowdrift; 
and though my uncle's mind was not exactly of the flower-garden 
kind, still there was an abundance of wholesome and kindly vege- 
tation there. 

It is true, lie seldom laughed, and never joked himself ; but no 
man had a more serious and weighty conviction of what a good 
joke was in another; and when some exceeding witticism was dis- 
pensed in his presence, you might see t*ncle Abel's ft ice slowly 
relax into an expression of solemn satisfaction, and he would took 
at the author with a sort of quiet wonder, aa if it was past hl« 
comprehension how such a thing could ever come into a man's 
head. 

l.’ncle Abel, too, had some relbh for the fine arts; in proof of 
which, 1 might adduce the pleasure with which he gmxea at the 
plates in his family ttible, the likeness whereof is neither in heaven, 
nor on earth, nor under the earth. And he was also such aa 
eminent musician, that he could go through the singing-book at om 
sitting without the least fatigue, beating time like a windmill all lb* 
way. 
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He hid, too, i liberml hand, though his liberality was all by the 
Hole of Three. He did by his neighbour exactly as he would be 
done by ; he loved some things in this world very sincerely : he 
loved his God much, but he honoured and feared him more ; he 
was exact with others, he was more exact with himself, and he 
expected his God to he more exact still. 

Everything in Uncle Abel's house was in the same time, place, 
manner, and form, from year's end to year’s end. There was old 
Master Hose, a dog after mv uncle’s own heart, who always walked 
aa if he was stud) ing the Multiplication Table. There was the ol^ 
clock, for ever ticking in the kitchen corner, with a picture on its 
face of the sun, for ever setting behind a perpendicular row of 
poplar trees. There was the never-failing supply of red peppers 
and onions hanging over the chimney. There, too, were the yearly 
hollyhocks and morning-glories blooming about the windows. 
There was the “best room,” with its sanded floor, the cupboard in 
one corner with its glass doors, the e\ergrecn asparagus bushes in 
the chimney, aud there was the stand w ith the Hihlc and almanac 
on it in another coruer. There, too, was Aunt Betsey, who never 
looked any older, because she always looked as old as she could; 
who always dried l^er catnip and wormwood the last of September, 
and began to clean house the first of Mas. In short, this was the 
laud o f continuance. Old Time never took it into his head to prac- 
tice either additiou, or substruction, or multiplication ou its sum 
total. 

This Aunt Betsey aforenamed was the neatest aud most efficient 
piece of human machinery that e.er operated iu forty places at 
once. 8he was always everywhere, predominating over and seeing 
to everything; and though my uncle had been twice married, Aunt 
Betsey's rule- mud authority bad never been broken. She reigned 
over his wives when liviug, and reigned after them when dead, and 
so seemed likely to reign on to the end of the chapter. But my 
uncle’s latest wife left Aunt Betsey a much less tractable subject 
than ever before had fallen to her lot. Little Kdward was the 
child of my uncle’s old age, and a brighter, merrier little blossom 
never grew ou the verge of an avalanche. lie had l>een committed 
In the ntiretug of hit grandmamma till he hud arrived at the age of 
indiscretion, and then my old uncle’s heart so yearned for him, 
he was sent for home. 

His introduction into the family excited a terrible sensation. 
Never was there such a contemner of dignities, such a violator of 
high planes and sanctities, as this very Master Kdward. It was ail 
in vain to try to teach him decorum. He wa* the most outrageously 
merry elf that ever shook a head of curls : and it was all thw same 
to him whether it was ** Salto or any other day. lie laughed 
and frolicked with everybody and everything that came iu his way, 
not even excepting hi* solemn old father; and when you taw him, 
with his fair arm* around the old man’s neck, and his bright blue 
eyes and blooming cheek peering out lw*ide the bleak face of Unde 
Abel, you. might fancy you saw spring caressing winter. Uncle 
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Abel's metaphysial were sorely puzzled by this sparkling, dmriii 
coYn|Ktiuul of spirit ami matter ; nor could he devise any method M 
bringing it into any reasonable shape, for he did mischief with an 
energy and perseverance that was truly axloui&hiug. Ouce ho 
scoured the door with Aunt Betsey's very Scotch snuff: ones he 
washed up the hearth with Inch* Abel's most immaculate cloths# 
brush ; and once he was found trying u» make Bose wear his father’s 
spectacles. In shott, there was no use, except the right oue, to 
which lie did not put everything that catne in his wav. 

But ( i’ncle Abel was most of all puzzled to know what to do with 
Vim on the Sabbath, for oa that day Master Kdward seemed to 
exert huuM'tf to \n * particularly diligent and entertaining. 

•’* Kdward I Kdward must not play Sunday ! '* hi* father would 
call out ; and then lid ward would hold up his curly head, and look 
an graw* u> the < atechisiii ; but in three minutes you would Set? 
** pu»>y " scampering through the “ bc*t room.” with Kdward at 
her heels, to the entire discomposure of all detottou in Auut Betsey 
and all others in authority. 

At length my uncle came to the conclusion that “ it wasn’t in 
natur’ to teach him any better," atul that ** he could uo more keep 
Sunday than the brook down in the lot.” My poor uncle! he did 
not know what was the matter with hi* heart, hut certain it sis, be 
lost all faculty of scolding when little K. I ward was in the case, and 
he would rub his spectacle* a quarter of an hour longer thau com* 
moii when Auut Betsey was detailing his witticisms and clever doings. 

In process »»f time our hero had composed his third year, and 
armed at the uiguity of going to school. He went illustriously 
through the * pel ling-book, mud then attacked the catechism ; Wlfit 
from “ man's chief end," to the "requirin'* and forhiddin’s ’* in a 
fortnight, and at last came home inordinately merry, to tell ills 
father that he had got to ** Amen.” After this, lie made a regular 
bittiness of sayiug over the whole every Sunday evening, standing 
with his hand* folded in front and hi* checked apron folded down, 
occasionally glancing round to see if pussy gave proper attention. 
And, being of a practically benevolent turn of mind, he made 
several commendable ellorts to teach Bose tin- catechism, in which 
he succeeded as well as might be expected, in short, without 
further detail, master Kdward bade fair to become a literary 
wonder. 

But alas for poor little Kdward! bis merry dance was soon over. 
A day came when be sickened- Aunt Betsey tried her whole herb- 
arium, hut in vain ; he grew rapidly won*: and worse. Ilia E i the r 
sickened in heart, hut asid nothing ; he only staid by his bedside 
day ^d ingot, try ing all means to save, with affecting pertinacity. 

** Can't you think of anything more, doctor?" said he In the 
physician, when alt had U-eu tried in vain. 

’* Nothing.” answered the physician. 

A momentary conv ulsion passed over my uncle's face. " The 
will of the Lord be done," said be, almost with a groan of anguish. 

Just at that moment a ray of the setting sun pierced the checked 
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curtains, and gleamed like an angel’s smile across the face of the 
little sufferer. He woke from troubled sleep. 

“Odcar! 1 am so sick ! ” he gapped, feebly. His father raised 
him in his arms ; he breathed easier, and looked up with a grateful 
smile. Just tlicu his old playmate, the cat, crossed the room. 
41 There goes pussy," said he; “ O, dear ! I shall never play any 
more." 

At that moment a deadly change passed over his face. He looked 
op in his father’s face with an imploring expression, and put out 
hts hand as if for help. There was one moment of agony, and thetj 
the sweet features all settled into a smile of peace, and “ mortality 
was swallowed up of life.” 

. My uncle laid him down, and looked one moment at his beautiful 
fcee. It was too much for his principles, too much for his consist- 
ency, hud “he lifted up his voice and wept.” 

The next morning was the Sabbath — the funeral day - and it rose 
with 4 * breath all incense and with cheek all bloom." I’ncle Abel 
was as calm and collected as ever; but in his face there was a 
aorrow-striekeu appearance touching to behold. I remember him 
at family praters, ns he bent n\er the great Bible and began the 
psalm. “ I^oni, thou hast been our dweHiwr-plaec in all generations." 
Apparently he was touched by the melancholy splendour of the 
poetry for after reading a few verses he stopped. There wxs a 
dead silence, interrupted only by the tick of the clock. He cleared 
his voice repeatedly, and tried :o go on. but in vain. He closed the 
book, and kneeled down to prayer. The energy of sorrow broke 
through his usual formal revcrenct , and his language flowed forth 
with a deep and sorrowful pathos which 1 shall never forget. The 
God so much reverenced, so much feared, seemed to draw near to 
him as a friend and comforter, his refuge atnl strength, “ a very 
prvscut help in time of trouble." 

My uncle rose, and I saw him walk to the room of the departed 
one. lie uncovered the face. It wasset with the seal of death ; but 
O, how surpassingly lovely ! The brilliancy of life was gone, but 
that pure, transparent fact* was touched with a mysterious 
triumphant brightness, which seemed like the dawning of heaven. 

My uncle looked long and earnestly. He felt the beauty of what 
he gated on ; his heart was softened, but be had no words for his 
feeling*. He left the room unconsciously, and sttH>d in the front 
door. The morning was bright, the bells were ringing for church, 
the bird* were singing merrily, and the pet squirrel of little Edward 
was frolicking about the door. My uncle watched him as he ran 
Aral up one tree, and then down and up another, and then over the 
fence, whisking his brush and chattering just as if nothing the 
matter. 

With a deep sigh, 1'ncle Abel broke forth, “How happy that 
ertfur* is! Well, the lord's will be done." 

That day the dust was committed t>> dust amid the lamentations 
of Ml who bad known little Edward. Years have passed since then, 
«*d all that is mortal of my nude has long since been gathered to 
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his fit her* ; hut his just and upright spirit ha* cnteml the glorious 
liU*rt\ of th«* stuns of <io.l, Y«*>, tin* good man may have had 
opinions which the philosophical scorn, weaknesses at which the 
thoughtless smile; but death shall change him into all that it 
enlightened, wise, and refined ; for he shall awake in *• His * 4 likeness 
and “ be satisfied,’' 


KKAXKNKSS. 

Jtir.KK i< one kind of frankness, which is the result of perfect 
unsusi'ioiousnov-, and which requires a measure of ignorance of the 
world and of life: this kind appeals to our generosity and tender* 
jiAt. There )•» another, which is the frankness of a strong hot 
pure mind, acquainted with life, clear in its discrimination and 
upright in its intention, )ct above disguise or coneealmetif : this 
kind excites resput. Tin- first mm- uih to proceed simply from 
impulse, the second from impulse and reflection united; the first 
proceeds, m a measure, from ignorauee, the second from know* 
ledge . the first is horn from an umlouhtiug confidence iri others, 
the second fn>m a \irtuous and well-grounded reliance on one's 

Now, if von suppose that thin i* the beginning of a sermon or of 
a fourth of July oration, you are ver\ much mistaken, though, 1 
must confess, it hath rather an uncertain sound. I merely prefaced 
it to a little sketch of character, which vou may look at if you 
please, though 1 am not sure you will like it. 

It was said of Alice H that she had the mind of a man, the heart 
of a woman, and the face of an angel- a combination that all my 
readers will think peculiarly happ). 

There never was a woman who was so unlike the mass of society 
in her inodes of thinking and acting, vet so generally popular, lkit 
the most remarkable thing about her was her proud superiority to 
all disguise, in thought, word, and deed. She pleased you ; for she 
sj*>kc out a hundred things i hut sou would couceal.and spoke them 
with a dignified assurance that made sou wonder that yon bid ever 
hesitated to say them yourself. Nor did this unreserve appear like 
the weakness of one who could not conceal, or like* a determination 
to make war ou the forms of society. It was rather a calm, well- 
guided integrity, regulated by a just sense of propriety ; knowing 
when to be silent, hut speaking the truth when it spoke at all. 

Her extraordinary frankness often beguiled superficial ofiservcrs 
into supposing themselves fully acquainted with tier long before 
they were so. as the Iwautiful transparency of some lakes is said to 
deceive the eye as to their depth : yet the longer yon knew her, the 
more variety and compass of character appeared through the same 
transparent medium. But you may jmt visit Miss Alice for half an 
hour to-night, and judge for yourselves. You may walk into this 
little parlour. There sits Miss Alice on that sofa, sewing a pair of 
lace sleeves into a satin dress, in which peculiarly angelic employ* 
xnent she may persevere till we have finished another sketch. 



94 


7HA!fKKE88. 


Do yon sec that pretty little lady, with sparkling eyes, elastic 
form, and beautiful nand and foot, sitting opposite to her? She is 
a belle: the character is written in her face it sparkles from her 
eye— it dimples in her smile, and pervades the whole woman. 

But there — Alice has risen, and is gone to the mirror, and is 
arranging the finest auburn air in the world in the most tasteful 
manner. The little lady watches every motion as comically as a 
kitten watches a pin-hall.. 

44 It is all in vain to deny it, Alice— \ on are really anxious to 
look pretty this evening," said she. 

44 1 certainly am." said Alice, quietly. 

“ Ay, and you hope you shall please Mr. A. and Mr. B.,” said the 
little accusing angel. 

* Certainly 1 ao,” said Alice, as she twisted her Ungaros in a 
beaotifhl curl. 

44 Well, I would not tell of it, Alice, if I did.** 

"Tbcu vou should not ask me," said Alice. 

44 1 declare! Alice!" 

44 And what do you declare ?" 

44 1 never saw such a girl as you are !’’ 

44 Very likely," said Alice stooping to pick up a pin. 

44 Well, for mu part said the little lady, “ I never would take 
any pains to make any hod \ like me particularly a gentleman." 

44 1 would," said Alice, 4 * if they would not like me without." 

44 Why, Alice! I should not think you were so fond of admira- 
tion." 

44 1 like to be admired very much " said Alice, returning to the 
aofa, 44 ami I suppose every boiiy else does." 

44 1 don’t can? about admiration," said the little lady. 44 1 would 
be aa well satisfied that people shouldn't like me as that they 
should." 

44 Then, cousin, I think it’s * pity we all like you so well," said 
Alice, with a good-humoured smile. If Miss Alice had penetration, 
dm never made a severe use of it. 

44 Bat really, cousin." said the little lady, 44 1 should not think 
Mch a girl as you would think anything about dress, or admiration, 
tad all that." 


•* I don’t know what sort of a girl you think l am," said Alice, 
44 but, for my own part, f only pretend to be a common human being, 
and am not ashamed of common human feelings. If God has made 
to that we love admiration, why should we not honestly say so ? 
/love it—*o# love it— everybody loves it ; and why should not every- 
body my it V* 

44 Why, yes," said the little lady, 44 1 suppose everybody lias a— 
bM a — a general love for admiration. I am willing to acknowledge 
that /have; but " 

44 But you have no love for it in particular," said Alice, 44 1 suppose 
you mean to my ; that is just the way the matter ia commonly dis- 
posed of. Everybody is willing to acknowledge a general wish 
fcr die good opinion of others, bat half the world am ashamed to 
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own it when it come* to a particular cane. Now 1 hit* made up 
my mind, that if it is correct in general, it is correct in particular; 
and I mean to own it Ixith ways/' 

“ But, somehow, it seem* mean," said the little lady. 

“ It i* mean to live for it, to U* selfishly engrossed in it, but not 
mean to enjoy it when it coin***, or even to seek it, if we neglect uo 
higher interest in doing so. All that (»od made ns to fee) is digni- 
fied and pure, unless we pervert it.’* 

“But. Alice, I never heart! any person »j*cak out so frankly as 
you do/* 

Almost all tha* is innocent and natural may he spoken out ; and 
as for that which is not innocent ami natural, it ought not even to 
be thought/ 

“But o» fiery thing he spoken that may lie thought?” said the 
lady. * 

“ N<» ; we have an instinct which teaches us to Ik* silent some- 
times. but, if we speak at all, let it 1 h- m simplicity and sincerity. 0 

“ Now, for instance, Alice,** said the lady, “it is very innocent 
and natural, as you say, to think this, that, and the other nice thing 
of y mined f, especially when e\eryU*dy is telling you of it ; now 
would you "peak the troth if any on<* asked you on this point ?° 

“ If it were a person who had a rij»ht to ask, and if it were a 
proper time and pla****, I would,*' said Alice. 

“ Well, then/’ said the bright lady, “ 1 ask you, Alice, in this very 
proper tune arid place, do you think that you are handsome ?° 

“ Now, { sop|H»se you eijns t me to make a courtesy to every choir 
in the room before 1 answer/’ said Alice; “ but, dispensing with 
that ceremony, I will tell you fairly, I think I am/* 

“ I)» you think that von are goi>d T 
** Not entirely.” said Alice. 

“ Well, hut don't you think you are better than most people?’* 
“As far as 1 can tell, 1 think I am better than some people; but 
really, cousin, I don't trust my owu judgment in this matter,” said 
Alice, 

“Well, Alice, one more question. Do you think James Martyrs 
like* you or me beat ?” 

“ 1 don't know,” said Alice, 

“ I did not ask you what you knew, but what you thought/* mid 
the lady ; ** you must have some thought about it/' 

'* Well then, I think he like* me best,” said Alice. 

Juat then the door opened, and in walked the identical Jaa»«f 
Martyrs. Alice blushed. looked a little comical, and went on with 
her sewing, while the little lady began.— 

** Heally. Mr. Janies, 1 wish you had came a minute sooner, to 
hear Alice’s confessions/’ 

“ What has she confessed ?” said James. 

** W’hy, that she is handsomer and better than roost folks.” 

M Thai's nothing to he ashamed of” said James. 

“ O, that's not all ; she wants to took pretty, and lores to he 
admired, and all—' * 
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44 It sounds very much like her," said James, looking at Alice. 

44 O, but, besides that,” said the lady, “ she has been preaching a 

discourse in justification of vanity and self-love ” 

44 And nest time you shall take notes when I preach,” said Alice, 
** for I don't think your memory is remarkably happy.” 

44 You see, James,” said the lady, 44 that Alice makes it a point to 
say exactly •the truth when she speaks at all, and I’ve been pus- 
xlmg her with questions. I really wish you would ask her some, and 
see what she will say. Hut, mercy ! there is Uncle C. come lo take 
sue to ride. I must run.” And off Hew the little humming bird, 
leaving James and Alice Utc-a-tite. • 

“There really is oue question — ** said James, clearing his 
voice. 

Alice looked up. 

1 44 There is one question, Alice, which I wish you wiwW answer.” 

Alice did not inquire what the question was, but began to look 
very solemn ; and just then the door was shut -and so I never knew 
what the question was only l observed that James Martyrs seemed 
tu some seveuth heaven for a week afterwards, and and— you can 
finish for yourself, lady. 


TIIK SABBATH. 

8KE1VHK8 FROM A NATK-ttOOK OF A S' KUiERf.Y (IK.VTLEMAX. 

The Puritan Sabbath - is there such a thing existing now, or has it 
gone with the things that were, to l>e looked at as a curiosity in the 
museum of the past? Can anv one, in memory, take himself hack 
to the unbroken stillness of that day, and recall the sense of 
religious awe which seemed to brood in the very atmosphere, 
checking the merry laugh of childhood, and chaining in unwonted 
stillness the tongue of volatile youth, and imparting even to the 
sunshine of heaven, and the unconscious notes of animals, a tone of 
its own gravity and repose? If you cannot remember these things, 
go back with me to the verge of early boyhood, and live with me 
oue of the Satdtalhs that I have spent beneath the roof of roy uncle, 
Phi ness Fletcher. 

Imagine the loug sunny hours of a Saturday afternoon insensibly 
slipping away, as we joungsters are exploring the length anil 
breadth of a trout stream, or chasing grav squirrels, or building 
mud railldams in the brook. The sun sinV* lower and lower, but 
we still think it does not want half-an-hour to sundown. At last, 
he so evidently is really i that there is no room for 

scepticism or latitude of opinion on the subject; and with many a 
lingering regret, we began to put sway our fish-hooks, and hang our 
hoops over our arm, preparatory to trudging homeward. 

** O Henry, don’t you wish that Saturday afternoons lasted longer ?” 
said little John to me. 

"I do,** says Cousin Bill, who was never the boy to mince 
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Matters in giving his sentiments; “ami I wouldn’t care if Sunday 
didn’t conn* but once a- vear/“ 

“O Hill, that’s wicked, I’m afraid,” sa )S little conscientious 
Susan, who, with her doll in hand, was coming home from ft 
Saturday afternoon vi-it. 

“fan t help it," says Hill, catching Susan'* hag, and tossing it in 
the air; “1 never did like to sit still, and that’s why 1 hate 
Suini.i\ h." 

** Hate Sunday s ' (> H;ll! Win, Aunt Kc/*y says heaven is an 
elr> »* il ?\iM»ath —only think of that 

• “Well, I know I "mu*! U- pretty different from what 1 am now 
Indore I could Mt still for ever," >aid Hill, in a lower ami somewhat 
dUeoneertcd tone, as if admitting the force of the consideration. 

Tin* I*st of us began to look very grave, am! to think that we 
must get to liking honday some time or other, or it would he a very 
had thing for in. As w«- drew near the dwelling, the eompaet and 
business* like form of Aunt Kczxy was seen emerging from the 
house* to liasteu our approach. 

“ How often have 1 told you. y< nng ones, not to stay out after 
sundown on Saturday night? Don’t you know it’s the same as 
Sunday, you wicked children, you? Come right into the house*, 
every one of you. and never let me hear of Mich a thing again." 

This was Aunt K.//y\ regular exordium every Saturday night ; 
for w e children, twmg blinded, as she supposed, by plural depravity, 
alway-v made strange mistakes in reckoning lime on Saturday 
ufternoou*. After Uing duly Slippered and scrubbed, we were 
enjoined to go to U*d, and rememt* r that tomorrow was Sunday, 
aud that we must not laugh and play in the morning. With many 
a sorrowful look did Susan deposit her dull m the chest, and give 
one lingering glance at the panhworh sh** was piecing for dolly a 
lH.*d, while William. John, and myself emptied our pockets of all 
superfluous fishhooks, hits of ♦wine, popguns, slices of potato, 
marbles, and all the \arious items of 1 mm property, which, to keep 
us from temptation, were taken into Aunt Kexxy's safe keeping 
over Sunday. 

My I' nele Phineas was a man of great exactness, and Sunday 
was the centre of bis whole worldly and religious system. Every- 
thing with regard to his worldly hud ties* was so arranged that by 
Saturday noon it seemed to come to a clone of itself. All but 
accounts were looked over, his workmen paid, all borrowed things 
returned, and lent things sent after, and every tool and article 
bclongi ug to th« farm was returned to its own place at exactly such 
an hour every Saturday afternoon, and an hour before sundown 
every item of preparation, even to the blacking of his Sunday shoes 
and the brushing of bis Sunday coat, was entirely concluded ; and 
at the going down of the sun, the itilloess of the Sabbath seemed to 
settle down over the whole dwelling. 

And now it is Sunday morning ; and though all without is fragrance, 
and motion, and beauty, the dewdropt are twinkling, buttertfie* 
fluttering, and merry birds candling and racketing as if they oever 
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couM sing loud or fast enough, yet within there is such a stillness 
that the tick of the tall mahogany clock is audible through the 
whole house, and the buzz of the blue tlies, as they whiz along uj> 
aud down the window puur.t, is a distinct item of hearing. Look 
into the l>est front room, aud you may see the upright form of my 
Uncle Phitica*. in his immaculate Sunday clothes, with his Bible 
spread open on the little stand before him, and even a deeper than 
usual gravity settling down over his toil-worn features. Alongside, 
in well-brushed Sunday clothes, with clean faces and smooth hair, 
fat the whole of us younger people, each drawn up in a chair, with 
hat aud handkerchief, ready for the first stroke of the hell, whfie 
Aunt Ke/zy, all trimmed, aud primmed, and made ready for 
meeting, sat reading her psalm-book, only looking up occasionally 
to give an additional jerk t*> some shirt collar, or the fifteenth pull 
to Susan's frock, or to repress any straggling Wks that might lie 
wandering about, “ beholding vanity .” 

A stranger, in glancing at Uncle Phineas as he sat intent on his 
Suuday reading, might have seen that the Sabbath was in /ns Lotrt 
— there was no mistake about it. It was plain that he had put hy 
all worldly thoughts when he shut up his account tn>ok, aud that 
hif mind was as free from every earthly association as his Sunday 
coat was from dust. The slave of worldliness, who is driven, by 
perplexing business or adventurous speculation, through the hours 
of a half-kept fkibbath to the fatigues of another week, might envy 
the unbroken quiet, the sunny tranquillity, which hallowed the 
weekly rest of my uucle. 

The Sabbath oi' the Puritan Chris tiau was the golden day, and all 
it* associations, aud all its thoughts, words, and deeds, were so 
entirely distinct from the ordinary material of life, that it was to 
him a sort of weekly translation a quitting of this world to sojourn 
f day in a better ; aud year after year, as each Sabbath set its seal 
on the completed labours of a week, the pilgrim fblt that one more 
stage of his earthly journey was cofnpleted, aud that he was one 
week nearer to his eternal rest. And as years, with their changes, 
came on, and the strong man grew old, and missed, one after another, 
fbmiliar forms that had risen around his earlier years, the face of 
tho Sabbath became like that of an old and tried friend, carry ing 
him back to the scenes of his youth, aud connecting him with scenes 
long gone by, restoring to him the dew and freshness of brighter 
and more buoy ant day ». 

Viewed simply as an institution for a Christian and mature mind, 
noth >n g could U* more perfect than the Puritan Sabbath : if it had 
any failing, it was in the waul of adaptation to children, and to those 
not interested tu its peculiar duties. If you had been in the dwell- 
ing of my uucle of a Sabbath morning, you must have found the 
unbroken stillness delightful ; the calm and quiet must have soothed 
and disposed you for contemplation, and the evident appearance of 
singlehenrted devotion to the duties of the day in the elder part of 
the family , must have been a striking addition to the picture. Bat, 
thou, if your eye had watched attentively the motions of us juve- 
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niles, you might hare seen that what was m very invigorating to 
the disciplined Christian a w* antic** to young flesh and twine*. 
Then there was not, as now. the intellectual relaxation afforded !*y 
the Nunday -*c)n»ol, with its varum... forms of religion* exerc»*c f it* 
tlmusind »imhI« s of interesting and ijveMil information. Otir whole 
stock in this line was the Bihh* and Primer, ami these were oor 
tnaiu d« jx'iidetti'e for w hiling away the tedious hunt* tictwecii our 
early hnakfust and tl»e signal lor Dueling. How often was our 
invention st.etthed to find wherewithal to keep up onr stock of 
oKcitciiieut iii a line with the dutu* of the day ! For the first half 
hour, per ha J ", a story in the Bihle answered our pm |*o*e very well ; 
hut huMUg desp.it* led the history of Joseph, or the story of the teu 
plagues, w, thin took to the Primer ; nmi then there was, first, the 
looking over the system of theological ai»d ethical teaching, com- 
mencing, “ In Adam'* fall we sii.imi all," and extending through 
lliree nr four pages of pictorial amt poetic emhellishment. Next 
was the doth of John Rogers, who was hurued at Suiithfield ; and 
for a while we could entertain our** los with counting all hi* “nine 
children and one at the breast,” as in the picture they Maud in • 
regu ar row, like a pair of stair*. These lwiiig done, came rniscerl- 
lantous rxerci<«'s of our own invention, such as counting all the 
malm* in the psiliiuhook. backward and forward, to ami from the 
|)oxology. or numhering the lv oks in the Bible, or some other *uch 
device .e* «e divim-l within the pale of religious employment*. 
Whi n all these failed, and it still wanted an hour of meeting time, 
we h*oked up at the ci-iiing. and ilown at the floor, and oil around 
into * vety corner, to *>«•»* what w« could do next ; and happy wax he 
who could spy a^trn gleaming in some di-hint crack, and forthwith 
uiuktft an occa*f>u h*r getting down to p.ck it up Th« n there wan 
the infallible recollection that we wauled a drink of* water, a* an 
excuse to get out to the well ; or else we heard Mime strange none 
among the chickens, ami insisted that it was essential that we should 
see what was the matter; or else pussy would jump on to tho 
table, when all of us would spring to drive her down ; while there 
wax a most assiduous watching of the clock to see when the fine 
bell w m;l<l ring. Happy waj* it for us, in the iuterim, if we did 
not liegin to look at each other, and make tip face*, or *!y ly (dip off 
and on our shoe*, or s>ric other incipient attempt* at roguery, which 
would gradually no undermine our gravity that there would he some 
sudden explosion of merriment, whereat l.'itde Phtneas would look 
up and say, ** f'»f. tut*' and Aunt Ketzy would make a speech 
about wicked children breaking the Sahlath day. I remember 
once how rny cousin Hill got into deep disgrace one Sunday by a 
roguish trick. He wa* just ahmit to close his Bible with all Mtbriety, 
when snap came a grasshopper through an open window, and 
alighted m the middle of the page. Bill instantly kidnapped the 
intruder, for so important an auxiliary in the way of employ meat was 
not to Ik* despised. Presently we children looked toward* Bill, and 
there he sat very demurely reading his Bible, with fit* grasshopper 
hanging by one leg firm n the comer of hi* mouth, kicking #md 

U 2 
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sprawling, without in the least disturbing Master William 4 * gravity. 
Wc alt burst into an uproarious laugh. Hut it came to he rather a 
serious affair for Hill, as his good father was in the practice of 
enforcing truth and duty by certain modes of moral suasion much 
recommended by Solomon, though fallen into disrepute at the pre- 
sent day. 

This morning picture may give a good specimen of the whole 
live-long Sunday, which presented only an alternation of similar 
scenes until sunset, when a universal unchaining of tongues ami a 
general scamper proclaimed that the “ sun was down.” 

But, it may he asked, what was the result of all this strictness*? 
Did it not disgust \ou w ith the Sabhath and with religion ? No, it 
did not. It did not, because it was the result of no unkindly /cc/oig, 
but of prm >}■!••; and consistency of principle is what even 

children learn to appreciate and revere. The law of obedience and 
of reverence for the Sabhath was constraining so equally on the 
young and the old, that its claims came to he regarded like those 
immutable laws of nature, which no one thinks of being out of 
patience with, though they sometimes War hard on personal conve- 
nience. The effect of the system was to ingrain into our character 
a veneration for the Sabhath which no friction of after-life would 
ever efface. I hate lived to wander in many climates and foreign 
land*, where the Sabhath is an unknown name, or where it is only 
recoguucd by noisy mirth ; lmt never has the day returned without 
bringing with it a breathing religious awe, and even a yearning 
for the uuhroken stillness, the placid repose, and the simple devotion 
of the Puritan Sabbath. 


ANOTIITU scf.ni:. 

** Ilowr lath we are this morning ! ” said Mrs. IJoWrts to her hus- 
band, glancing hurriedly at the clock, as they were sitting dow n to 
breakfast on a Sabbath morning. ** Keally, it is a shame to us to 
be so late Sundays. 1 wonder John and Henry are not up yet : 
Hannah, did you speak to them ? ” 

“ Yes, ma’am, but 1 could not make them mind; they said it was 
Sunday, and that we always have breakfast later Sundays.” 

*' Well, it is a shame to us 1 must say,” said Mrs. Huberts sitting 
down to the table. *' 1 never lie late myself uulcss something in 
particular happens. Last night 1 was out very late, and Sabbath 
before last 1 had a bad headache.” 

** W ell, well, my dear,” said Mr. Roberts, *• it i* not worth while 
to worry yourself about it ; Sunday is a day of rest ; everybody 
indulges a little of a Sunday morning, it is so very natural, you 
know; one’s work done up, one feels like taking a little rest.” 

Well, 1 must say, it was not the way my mother brought 
me up,** said Mra. Robert* ; *• and I really can’t feel it to be 
right/ 

This last part of tbe discourse bad been listened to by two sleepy - 
looking boys* who had* meanwhile, taken their seats at table with 
that listkes air which is the result of late sleeping. 
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"O, by the hr, my dear, what did you give for thoae ham#, 

Saturday"? " said Mr. Roberts. 

** Pleven cents a pound, 1 believe,” replied Mr*. Roberta; “but 
Stephens and Philips have nune much uieer, ranva* am! all, for ten 
I think we had better get our things ut Stephen* and 
Philips's m future. in) dear." 

“Win ? are lh<y tnueh eheaper ?" 

“<), a great deal; hut I forget it i* Sunday. We might to be 
thinking of other things. Hots, have von looked over your Sunday* 

school lesson ? " 

* *• No. ma'am." 

** Novi, how str.mge! and here it want* only halfmi hour of the 
time, and von are not dressed either. Now see the had effect* of 
not being up it; turn " 

The l,ou l *oked sullen, and said, " the) were up as soon as any 

on** else in the ||**IW ” 

“ Well, w*tir father ami l had fomr « sense, because we were ottt 
late last ni Jtt , ) on might to have 1»- ■*!» up full three hour* ago. and 
to luvi l»e**n all r*. id), wrh your !-*>»« learned. Now, what do 
) or. suppose Jim shall do?" 

“ O. mother. d*> let us s ' a y at home thi« one morning; we don't 
know th* less4»n, and it w*<:.‘t *1*. an) good f*>r u* to go." 

** No, indeed. I shall not ^ on muM g*« ami get along a* will a* 
von evn It is all \ouro*n fault. s«i.v. t*<* up stain and hurry. 

\Vc ftrliitll not find time for prayers this nmrni.g 

The boys to-.k ih uoe!v>s up .stair* !-* •• hurr)." a* directed, and 
soon one of them . died from the *op of the Mans, *' Mother ! mother ! 
the buttons at*- of! th*s t . t; m I can’t wear it!" and "Mother! 
here is a l**ng rtf. tn my n m i**at !" »a:d another. 

“ \\ li) did jun not nil me of it h fee'" said Mr*. Robert*, 
Coming up stair* . 

I forgot it." mid the Imy . 

** Well, well, stand Mill ; I must catch it together somehow, if it 
l* Sunday. There! there o* the hell! Stand still a minute!" and 
Mrv R<d«rt* plied mvdle, and tlmad. and m?i«wts; M there, that 
wdi do f«r to-day. Dear me. how confuted everything is to-day i" 

" It iv always just .v» Sunday*,” said John, flinging up hi* book, 
and ratrhing it again a* he rail down Mairs. 

" It is lino just *o Sunday*." The** word* struck rather *m- 
j h-asamly on Mi*. Robert*' & conscience, for lomclhing told her that, 
whatever the reason might be, it r»u just *o. On Sunday every 
thing later and more irregular than any other day in tbe week. 

•* Hannah, jou imwt bmi that piece of beef for dinner to-day/* 

I thought you told me you did not have cooking done o® 
Sunday," 

" No, I do not. generally. I am very sorry' Mr. Robert* would get 
that piece of meal yeMeMay. We did not need it ; but lo re it i* on 
our land* ; th»* weather is too hot to l wr» it. It won't do to Jet It 
t|* d ; *o I must have it for aupht 1 m**.” 

IDui-ah had lived four Sabbath* with Mn, Robert*, and on two 
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of them she had been required to cook from similar reasoning. 
“ Fur onre” is apt, in such cases, to become a phrase of very extensive 
signification. 

“ It really worries me to have things go on so as they do on Sun- 
days/' said Mrs. Huberts to her husband. “ I never do feel as if we 
kept Sunday as we might." 

“ My dear, you have been saving so ever since we were married, 
and 1 do not see what you are going to do about it. For my part I 
do not see why we do not do as well as people in general. We do 
not visit, nor receive company, nor read improper books. We go to 
church, and send tin- children to Ninduv -school, and so the great**** 
part of the day is spent in a religious wa>. Then out of church we 
Slave the children’s Sunday-School books, and one or two religious 
newspapers. I think that is quite enough." 

“ Hut somehow, when 1 was a eiuld, iny mother— said Mrs. 
Roberts, hesitating. 

44 O my dear, jour mother must not he considered an exact 
pattern for these days. J'copic were too strict in your mother's time ; 
they carried the thing too far, altogether; everybody allows it 
now." 

Mrs. Roberts was silenced, but not satisfied. A strict religious 
education had left just conscience enough on this subject to make 
her uneasy. 

These worthy people had a%ort of general idea that Sunday ought 
to bo ki*pt, ami they intended to keep it ; hut they had never taken 
the trouble to investigate or inquire as to the most proper way, nor 
was it so much an object of interest that their weekly arrangements 
were planned witji any reference to it. Mr. Roberts would often 
engage in business at the close of the week, which he knew would 
so fatigue him that he would he weary and listless on Sunday ; and 
Mrs. Roberts would allow her family cares to accumulate iu the 
same way, so that she was either weaned with efforts to accomplish 
it before the Sabbath, or perplexed and worried by finding every 
thing at loose cuds on that day. They had the idea that Sunday 
was to bt* kept when it was perfectly convenient, and did not demand 
any sacrifice of time or money. But if stopping to keep the Sabbath 
in a journey would risk passage -money or a seat in the stage, or. in 
housekeeping, if it would involve any considerable inconvenience or 
expense, it was deemed a providential iutimation that it was “ a 
work of necessity and mercy" to attend to secular matters. To 
their minds the fourth command read thus : ** Remember the Sabbath 
day to keep it holy when it come* convenient, and costs neither 
time nor money/* 

As to the effects of this on the children, there was neither enough 
of strict new to make them respect the Sabbath, nor »*f religious 
interest to make them love it ; «»f course, the little restraint there 
was proved just enough to lead them to dislike and despise it. 
Children soon perceive the course of their parents’ feelings and it 
was evident enough to the chddreu of this family that their father 
and mother generally found themselves hurried into the Sabbath 
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with hearts and mind* full of tins world, and their conversation 
and thought* were m> constantly turning to worldly things, and no 
awkwardly drawn hack hy a sense of religions obligation, that th# 
Sal hath appeared more obviously a clog ami a fetter than it did 
under tin* strictest am, of Puritan days. 

HK ft < tf St * «*M*. 

The little quiet village of Camden stands under the brow of a 
rugged hill m ot:r of the mm! picttirewpie |»ort* of New England} 
and it* regular. hnm*«t, ami industrious villagers were not a little 
surprised ami pleased that Mr. James, a rich man, and pleasaut* 
spoken withal, had « oiirlnded to lake up hi* residence among them, 
lie brought with him a pretty, genteel wife, and it group of rtwy, 
romping. hut amiable children: and there was so much of good 
nature and k indue** about the manuei* of every tncnitwr of the 
family, that the whole neighborhood were prepossessed in their 
fatour. Mr, Janu s was a man of somewhat summary awl theoreti- 
cal turn of mind, and very much in the habit of following out hit 
own idea*- of right and wrong, without troubling himself particularly 
as to the Jipfwatai.ee Ins course might make :n the eyes of others, 
lb- wa* a *<ippor»er of the ordinance'! of lehgioti. and always ready 
to gne t*»tt» time and money to promote any ltenesolent object; and 
though he had ncier made ai.y public profession of religion, not 
connected himself with any particular wt of ( ‘hristians, still he 
seemed to pu*MS« great res ere nee for f»od, and to worship him in 
spirit and in truth, and he professed to make the Bible the guide of 
his life. Mr. Janie* had l*eej» brought tip under a *y«tem of in- 
judicious religuuv* restraint He had determined, in educating hit 
children, to ad«»pt an exactly opp***ifc course, and to mak** religion 
and all its institution* Muirce* of enjoyment. Hu* aifti, dou biles*, 
wa* an appropriate* one ; but hi* method **f carrying it omt, to nay 
the least, was one which w»% not a sab- model f»r general imitation. 
In regard to the Sahtuth, f«*r example. In- considered that, although 
the plan of going to church twice a -day, and keeping all the family 
<ju»et within d**>r* the test of the tune, was good, other method* 
would lw much letter- Accordingly, after the morning en ire, 
which he and hi« whole family regularly attended, he would upend 
the rest of the day with his children. In Imd weather by woald 
instruct then, in natural history, show them picture*, and read 
them various account* of the work* of (hh), combining all vitk 
such religious 'lift met ion and influence a* a devotional mind might 
furnish. When the Weal her }>* emitted. he would range with them 
through the field*, collecting mineral* and plants, or sail with them 
on the l,ik* - , no while djrirtu g tb*- thought* of in* young listener* 
upward by the many Ix-auitful tracer** of hi* presence find 

agency , which superior knowledge ami observation enabled him «• 
discover and point out. These Sunday strolls were aarnmna of moil 
delightful enjoyment to the children. Though it was with mmm 
difficulty that their father could restrain them from load and iwity 
demoostratiot * of delight, and he «i*li some regret that the 
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mere animal excitement of the Rtroll seemed to draw the attention 
too much from religious considerations, and, in particular, to make 
the exercises of the morning seem like a preparatory penance to 
the enjoyments of the afternoon; nevertheless, when Mr. James 
looked back to his own l>oyh(>od, and remembered the frigid 
restraint, the entire want of any kind of mental or bodily excite- 
ment, which had made the Sail hath so much a weariness to him, he 
could not but congratulate himself when he perceived his children 
looking forward to Sunday as a day of delight, and found himself 
on that day continually surrounded by a circle of smiling and 
cheerful faces. His talent of imparting religious instruction in a 
simple and interesting form was remarkably happy, and it is 
probable that there was among his children an uncommon degree of 
real thought and feeling on religious subjects as the result. 

The good people of Camden, however, knew not what to think 
of a course tiiat appeared to them an entire violation of all the re- 
quirement# of the Sabbath. The first impulse of human nature is 
to condemn at once all who van from what has been commonly 
regarded as the right way; and, accordingly, Mr. James was tin- 
aparingly denounced, by many good people, as a Sabbath-breaker, 
an infidel, and an oppover to religion. 

Such was the character heard of him by Mr. Richards, a young 
clergyman, who, shortly after Mr. James fixed his residence in 
Camden, accepted the pastoral charge of the villa ire. It happened 
that Mr. Richards had known Mr. James in college, and, ivtnern- 
bering him as a remarkably serious, amiable, and conscientious man, 
he resolved to ascertain from himself the views which bad led him 
to the course of conduct so offensive to the good people of the neigh- 
bourhood. 

"This is all ven well, my good friend," said he, after he had 
listened to Mr. James's eloquent account of his «*wn *v stein of 
religious instruction, uml its etlects upon his family ; ** ( do not 
doubt that this sy stem does very well for yourself and family ; but 
there are other things to 1** taken into consideration besides per- 
sonal and family improvement. Do you not know, Mr. James, that 
tlu* most worthless and careless part of my congregation quote your 
example as a respectable precedent for allow iug their families to 
violate the order of the Sabbath ? You uud your children sail 
about on the lake, with minds and hearts, 1 doubt not, elevated and 
tranquillized by its uuiet rt»poac ; but Hen Dakes, and his idle, 
profane army of children, consider themselves as doing very much 
the tame thing when they lie lolling alwmt, sunuiug themselves on 
lt« shore, or akipptng stones over its surface the whole of a Sunday 
afternoon." 

“Let every one answer to his own conscience," repin'd Mr. 
Jamet. “ If I keep the Sabbath conscientiously, I am approved of 
Gud ; if another transgresses hi* conscience. * to hi* own master he 
staudeth or falleth.' 1 am not responsible for all the abuses that 
idle or eviMi^posed persons may fall into, in consequence of my 
doing wbmi is righC 
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*' f-et uu* quote an answer from the same chapter,** said Mr, 
Kirhards. ** Ix-t n«» m. in put a Mumbling block, or an occasion to 
fall, in his h'othej'a wav : let not your good Iv evil spoken of. It 
is g*>>d neither to eat tlesii i.or drink wine, n»>r <inytKi*y wAcreAy (Ay 
; -»*<.fAc/- st’unt'Ot'u P - •ff »*./.'/. wim/e **’*’•, Now, my good 
friend, von happen to Ik* endowed with a certain tone of mind which 
enable* von to carry through vour mode of keeping the Sabbath 
with little comparative evil, and much p>od, so far as your family 
is concerned ; but hov* many person* hi this neightxmrhond, do you 
Mtpp **e, would Miree.d «-*pndv well if th v were to attempt it? 
If it were th comiimi! ru«*t*<in for families to nb«M*ut thcuisclveii 
from puhln worship m tin* afternoon, and t<» stroll alniut the fields, 
or rule, os sail, how many parent*, do you suppose, would have the. 
dexterity ami t<l tit to check all that was inconsistent with the 

dutir* of tbe day ' U it i.ot your ready command of language, 

your uncommon tact m simplifying and illustrating, your know* 
ledge of natural history and of biblical Iitetaturc, that cn&hic 
you to accomplish the i< suits that you do? Aid is there one 
parent in a hundred that mild do th*’ mu,* ? Now, just imagine 
on t neig’dxiwr, ’> jiiir*' ll irt. with his ten Imjs and girls, turned 
out into the fi* 1 Ss on a ." u»day afternoon to profit withal : you 
know he can ne\ r finish a sent nee without stopping to begin it 
again half a dozen tum-v What progress wool l lie make in in- 
stnu * mg them ? And m* of a do/.-n otlo is I could name along 

this very stre* t her*-. Now. y u no n of cultivated minds must 

give your count-mne • to omrwx whieh would lx* l*e*t for society 
at la ge. o', a* th** s.-ntim< nt was expressed hv St Paul, * We that 
are strong ought to b ar the infirmities of the weak, <tnJ n*4 /<> 
)■!< ie for ev.-ii (arist / ’« -ft n> f kw it * * Think, my 

dear sir, >.f imr >am.tir had gone tody on the principle of avoid- 
ing what might Is- injurious to Ids own iinpmveinent, how unxafe 
his example might have proved to less elevated mind*. Doubt- 
less he might have made a Sabbath-day fi«hing exctiruum an oc- 
casion of much elevated and imprcasivc instruction; hut, although 
he declared himself * !*ord of the Sa hhot h -day/ and at liberty to 
suspend its obligation at his own discretion, yet he never violated 
the received method of oWrving it. cxeent in caae* where Super- 
stitious tradition trenched directh on those intercut* which th# 
Sabbath wa» given to promote, fie auert ed the right to relieve 
prolong InHriily wants, and to adminiater to the nere**ittet of other* 
on the Sabbath, but beyond that be allowed hiiitaelf in no deviation 
from established cuatom,” 

Mr. James looked thoughtful. ** I have not reflected <m tb# 
aobyct in thi* ih-»,” he replied. ** Hut, my dear sir, coniidmog 
how little of the public service* of tbe Sabbath item » level witlii 
the capacity of vo-mger chd iren. it M-rm* fo#n« almost a pity to 
take iiiftt to church the whole < f the *lay ** 

** I have thought of that myself,’' replied Mr. Hi chard*, “ and 
have sometime* t benight that, could j*ur*oo* lie found to conduct 
Mich a thing, it would be d-arablo to institute a «e;*rate aerticer for 
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children, in which the exercises should lx- particularly adapted to 
them.” 

41 1 should like to he minister to a congregation of children,” said 
Mr. James, warmly. 

44 Well,” replied Mr. Richards, “give our pood people time to get 
acquainted with you, and do away the prejudices which your extra- 
ordinary mode of proceeding has induced, ami 1 think 1 could easily 
assemble such a company for you every Sabbath.” 

After this, much to the surprise of the village, Mr. James and 
his family were regular attendant* at both the services of the 
Sabbath. Mr. Richards explained to the good people of his congrt£ 
gation the motives which had led their neighbour to the adoption 
of what, to them, seemed so unchristian a cnur*«*; ami. upon reflec- 
tion, they came to the perception of the truth, that a man may 
depart very widely from the received standard of right for other 
reasons than being an infidel or an oppo-er of religion. A ready 
return of cordial feeling was the r< suit ; and as Mr. James found 
himself treated with respect and confident e, lie l>egan to feel, not- 
withstanding his fast idi-'U “lie*.* , that there were strong points of 
congeniality tat ween all real and warm-hearted Christians, how- 
ever different might 1 m* their intellectual culture, and in all sim- 
plicity united himself with the little church of Camden. A year 
from the time of his first residence there, every Sabbath afternoon 
saw him surrounded b) a congregation of young children, for whose 
benefit he had, at his ow n expense, provided a room, fitted up with 
mans, scriptural pictures, and ettry convenience for the illustration 
of oildical knowledge ; and the parents or guardians who from time 
to time attended their children during these exercise*, often con- 
fessed themselves as much interested and benefited # as any of their 
youthful companions. 


SKETCH THIItP. 

It was near the close of a pleasant Saturday afternoon that I drew 
up my weary horse in front of a neat little dwelling in the village 
©i N. This, as near as 1 could gather from description, was the 
boose of mv cousin, William Fletcher, the identical rogue of a Bill 
Fletcher, of whom we have aforetime spokeu. Bill had always been 
a thriving, push-ahead sort of a character, and during the course of 
my rambling life I had improved ever} occasional opportunity of 
keeping np our early acquaintance. The last time that I returned 
to my native country, after some years of absence, I heard of him 
as married and settled in the village of N\, where he was conducting 
a very prosperous course of business, and shortly after received a 
pressing invitation to visit him at his own home. Now. as 1 had 
gathered from experience the fact that it is of x»ry little use to rap 
©ne*s knuckles off ou»tbc front door of a country house without any 
knocker, I therefore made the U**t of my way along a little path, 
bordered with marigolds and balsams, that led' to the back part of 
tbs dwelling. The sound of a number of childish voices made me 
•lop, and looking through the bushes, 1 aw the very image of my 
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couain Hill Fletcher, as he used to U* twenty years ago; the un>« 
bold forehead, the mid** dark eye*, (he *atne smart, saury mouth* 
and the same “ who carevfor-tiiat " to** to hi* head. ’'Thera, 
now," exclaimed the U»y. setting down a pair of dine* that he had 
Iveeii Hacking, and arranging them at trie head of a long row of all 
mxi* anti sorts, from those whim might have fitlwl a two year old 
font upward, “there, I'w Hacked every single one of them, and 
made them shine irm, am! done it ail in twenty minute*; if any 
Ixuiy think* they r*n do it <|uu*er than that, I'd just tike to hare 
them try , that’s all/' 

•“ I know they couldn't, though/* slid a fair-haired little girl, 
who stood minor ng the sight, einbMly impressed with the iitmoftl 
reference for her brother** ability , “and. Hill, I’ve Horn putting 
up all thi play tint tr* in the big ehe*t, and I waiit you to come and 
turn th - 1 <h k tiie k* s hurN my fingeis “ 

“ Huh! I can turn it easier man mat/’ *a>d the b<»y, snapping hi* 
fmgets; “ha** you got them all in?” 

“ Ye**. all ; i*niy I left «mt the soft hale*, ami the string of red 
heads, an*! the gjeat rag baby for Fanny to play with*- you know 
mother says bahte* must Inn- then playthings Sunday." 

“ O, to he vtirr/’ sai l t!ie brother, very conMd>*rately ; “ hahic* 
e;u/t read. you know, us «e * an, m»r hear H»bb* *t««rie*. nor lm*k at 
pictures “ At th.s in tincnt I sli pped forward, for the spell of 
former limes was mi powerfully on me, t hat I wa* mi the very 
point of springing forward with a “ Half**, there. Hill!" a* I lifted 
to me t t in* fatte r mold times, hut tin look of surprise that greeted 
my appearance brought me to my*tlf 
“ Is y«*nr father at holm ?’’ said I. 

*‘i\ith»r and mother are !*olh gone out; hut I guv#*, ftir, they 
will l*e home in a few moments : won't y*»u walk 

l accepts] the in* station, and the mile girl showed me into* 
fttnall and very prettily -furtu-hed parlour. I’here wa* a piano with 
music-hanks on one side of the room. *»«me fine picture* hung about 
the walls, and a little, neat cen f re tab!*’ w.»s picnMfuilv ftfrewn with 
Ixtok*. Beside* tins, the tw< * rec«**M-s <.» each side of the fireplace 
contained eae’n a l»*s>kca*c. with a gla** h«eke<i door. 

The little g;rl offered me a chair, and, tie n lingered a moment, 
as if she felt Mime disposition to entertain me if she could only 
think of something to say ; and at last, looking up in my face, the 
said, in a confidential tone, “ Mother aay* she left Willie and me fo 
keep housK this afternoon while ft he was gone, and we are putting 
up all the thing* for Sunday, K*n to get everything done befor* 
fthe come* home. Willie ha* gone to put away the plaything*, and 
I'm going to pot up the hook*/’ So saying, fthv opened the door* 
of 01.” *>f the h-okc**.’*, and Iscgan busily carrying the )<wkM fwwtt 
the centre tahlc to i;,-jw.sit th*-m on the "shelve*, tn which cm Hoy- 
tnent *h ' «a* a**t*tcd by Willie, who took the matter in hand 
in a very masterly manner, showing ht* sister what were and wrbH 
were not “ Sunday books " w ith the air of a person entirely at hmm 
in the boatnem. Hobinnon Cruaoe and the many-volomed PfHT 
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Parley were put by without hesitation ; there was, however, a short 
demurring over a North American Review, because Willie said he 
was sure his father read Mimetbing one Sunday out of one of them, 
while Susan averred that he did not common!) read in it, and only 
read ill it then because the piece was something about the Rible ; 
but as nothing could be settled definitively on the point, the review 
was 44 laid on the table," like knotty questions in Congress. Then 
followed a long discussion over an extract book, which, as usual, 
contained nil sorts, both sacred, serious, comic, and profane ; and 
at last, Willie, with much gravity, decided to lock it up, on the 
principle that it was best to be on the .s*»/V s»/<\ in support < f which 
lie appealed to me. 1 was saved from deciding the question b) the 
entrance of the father and mother. My old friend knew me at 
once, and presented his pretty wife to me with the same look of 
exultation with which lie used to hold up a string of trout or an 
uncommonly fine perch of his own catching for my admiration, and 
then looking round on his fine family of children, two more of which 
lie had brought home with him, seemed to s.iy to me, “There! 
what do you think of that, now jr " 

And, iu truth, a very pretty sight it was enough to make any 
ones old bachelor coat sit very uneasily cm him. Indeed, there is 
nothing that gives one such a startling idea of the tricks that old 
Father 'rime has been playing on us, as to meet some lavish or 
girlish companions with half a dozen or so of thriving children 
about them. My old friend, i found, was in essence just what the 
boy had lieen. There was the same upright bearing, the same 
confident, cheerful tone to his voice, and the same fire in his eye; 
only that the hand of manhood had slightly touched some of the 
lines of his face, giving them a staidness of expressfou becoming the 
man and the 'father. 

44 Very well, my children," said Mrs. Fletcher, as after tea, 
William and Su«au finished recounting to her the various matters 
that they had set in order that afternoon ; 44 1 believe now we can 
•ay that our week's work is finished, and that we have nothing to 
(lo but rest and enjov ourselves." 

44 O, and papa will show us the pictures in those great Wks 
that he brought home for us last Monday, will he not?" said little 
Robert. 

44 And, mother, yon will tell us *otne more about Solomon’s temple 
and his palaces, won't you ?*' said Susan. 

44 And I should like to know if father has found out the answer i9 
that hard question 1 gave him last Sunday ?” said Willie. 

44 All will couie iu good time," said Mrs. Fletcher. 44 Hut tell me, 
toy dear children, arc you sure that you are quite ready for the 
Sabbath? Ym say you have put away the books and the play- 
thing*; have )oii put away, too, all wrong and unkind feelings? 
Do you feel kindly and pleasantly toward* everybody ?" 

44 Yes, mother," said Willie, who appeared to have taken a great 
part of this speech to himself: 1 went over to Tom Walters this 
very morning to ask him about that chicken of mine, and he said 
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that ho did not mean to hit it, ami did not know he had till I told 
him of it , and we made all up again, and I am glad I went.*’ 

*• l am im lined to think. Wiiiio,” said his father, M that if every* 
tm dy would nuke it a rule to settle up all their «I?tTcrcuce* h* 1 fort 
Sunday. there would l«* very fra ioni; quarrel* and lawmitU. lu 
about half tin* cjm's a quarrel in founded «u some imvuiiderwtamliug 
that would 1 h* pH over in tive minute* if out* would go directly to 
the person for explanation " 

** l suppose l need not a*k you,” said Mm. Fletcher, " whether 
jou have lull} learned your Minds* .school I •saons/' 

“ (), to he xiiti," saui William. *’ \ on know, mother, that Susan 
ami 1 were busy about ihem through Monday am) Tuesday, and 
theu thn* afternoon we looked them over again, and wrote down 
some question*. *’ 

“ And I heard liohert say his all through, ami showed hint all the 
places on the Blhle Atlas,’ said Misatl. 

“ Well, then,” *;inl my friend, “ if everything is done, let us begin 
Sunday with some music. ' 

i n.tuks to th** recent improvement* in the musical instruction of 
the young, every family can now form a domestic concert, with 
words ami tunes adapted to the capacity and the voices of children; 
and while these little one*, full of animation, pressed round their 
mother as she sat at tile piano, and accompanied her music with the 
words of some beautiful hymns. I thought that, though I might 
have heard liner music. I had never listened to any that answered 
the purpose of music so well. 

it wu* a custom at my frieud’s to retire at an early hour on 
Saturday evening, in order that there might be abundant time far 
rest, and no c *0*1*0 lor late rising on the Mvbliath , and, accordingly, 
when the children had done singing, after a short •eawoti of family 
devotion, we all ourvdtc* to «*»»r rhmnleo, and I for one, 

fell asleep with the imp:* soon of having Hondo d the week most 
agreeably, and with anticipation* of very great pleasure on the 
morrow. 

Karlv in the morning t wa% roused from mv sleep by the sound of 
little voices singing with great animation in the room nest to mine# 
and, listening, l caught lie following w»»rd* : — 

“ Awake! awake; your bed forsake. 

To <lod y»mr praises pay ; 

The rooming sun is clear ami bright ; 

With joy we hail his cheerful light. 

Jn songs of love 
Praise <#od above - 
It U the Sabbath day !” 

The last words were repeated and prolonged most vehemewtly by 
a voice that 1 knew for Master William's, 

•* Now, Willie, l like the other one best,” said the soft toies sf 
little .Susan ; and immediately she began — 
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‘‘How sweet is the day, 

When, leaving our play, 

The Saviour we seek* ! 

The fair morning plow*. 

When .le*ux arose — 

The* best in the week.” 

Master William helped along with great spirit in the singing of 
this tune, though I heard him observing, at the end of the first 
verse, that lie liked the other one better, because “ it seemed to step 
off so kind o* lively;” and his accommodating sister followed him 
as he began singing it again with redoubled animation. 

It was a beautiful summer morning, and the voices of the children 
within accorded well with the notes of bird** and bleating flocks 
without- a cheerful, yet Sabbath-like and quieting sound. 

“ Blessed be children’s music!'* said 1 to myself; “how much 
better this is than the solitary tick, tick, of old I'licle Fletcher’s tall 
mahogany clock !” 

The family bell summoned us to the break fast -room just as the 
children had finished their hymn. The little breakfast-parlour had 
been swept and garnished expressly for the day, ami a vase of 
beautiful flowers, which the children had the day lx* fore collected 
from their gardens, adorned the centre table. The door of one of 
the bookcases by the fireplace was thrown open, presenting to view' a 
collection of prettily-bound luniks. over the top of which appeared in 
gill letters the inscription, “Sabbath Library/* The windows were 
thrown open to let in tin* invigorating breath of the early morning, 
and the birds that flitted among the rosebushes without seemed 
scarcely lighter and more buoyant than did the .children as they 
entered the room. It was legibly written on every face in the house, 
that the happiest day in the week had arrived, and each one seemed 
to enter into its duties with a whole soul. It was still early when 
the breakfast and the season of family devotion were over, ami the 
children eagerly gathered round the table to pet a siirht of the 
pictures in the new hooks which their father had purchased in New 
York the week before, ami which had been reserved as a Sunday’s 
treat. They were a lieautiful edition of Cal met ’s Dictionary /in 
•cveral Urge volumes, with very superior engravings. 

“It *eem* to uie that this work must lie very expensive,” I re- 
marked to my friend, as we were turning the leaves. 

“ Indeed it is *o f ” he replied ; “ hut here is one place where I am 
leas withheld by considerations of expense than in any other. In all 
that concerns making a show in the world, 1 am perfectly ready to 
economise. I can do very well without expensive clothing or 
fashionable furniture, and am willing that we should be looked on 
as very plaiu sort of people in all «.uch matters ; hut in all that 
relates to the cultivation of the miud, and the improvement of the 
hearts of my children, I am williug to go to the extent of my ability. 
Whatever will give my childreu a better knowledge of, or deeper 
Interest in, the Hi hie, or enable them to spend a Sabbath profitably 
and without weariness, stands first on my list among things to be 
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purchased. I have spent in this w»v one-third w much a* the 
furm-dong of my ImuH' cost* me." On looking over the thrive# a jf 
the >ublalh libras y, I perceived that my friend had Wen at «w» 
;uni» in the selection. It comprised all the popular standard 
murks lor the illustration of the Ihhic, together mill* the lir#t of the 
modem religious publication* adapted to the capacity of young 
children. Twi* large dialers Udow mere tilled with UjSps and 
scriptural engravings, sown of tin in of a very superior character. 

** We have U-ru collecting these things gradually ever since we 
have U-en at ItfiiM keeping,” said my friend ; “ the childrcu take an 
interest m tins hbrary, as some thing more jurttcularly ttelongmg to 
tliein. and some of the hooks are donations from their little earn* 
lugs.” 

•* Ye#." said Willie, •* I thought llchm « IMgrimage with my egg- 
tuoiiey, un i >u*an thought the Life of David, and little Hubert IS 
going to buy one. too, neat new year.” 

“ lint.* said 1, “ would not the 2*uuda> -school library answer all 
the purpose of this?"' 

“ The >abbaili-srhoot library is an admirable thing/* said my 
friend; ** hut this doe* more fully and perfectly what that was iu» 
tended to do. It makes a sort of central attraction at home on the 
Kabiuth, and makes the ur.piisition of religion* knowledge and the 
proper ulmTvanci* of the Sabbath a sort of family enterprise. You 
k he added, smiling, “that people always feel interested far 

an object in which tiny have invested money.'* 

The sound of the lirst Ntbbath -school bell put an end to thi* can* 
venation. The children promptly made themselves ready, and 0 * 
their father was the superintendent id the school, and their mother 
one of the teachf*rs, it was *piitr a family party. 

One part of eveiy Sabbath at my friend's was spent bv otse or 
both parents with the children, in a sort of review of the w*ek. 
The attention of the little one# was directed Ui their own character#, 
the various def*c»s or improv mien's of the pa*t vw*k were pointed 
out, and they were stimulated to f** on their guard in the lime to 
come, and the whole was closed by earnest prayer for such heavenly 
aid as the temptations and faults of each particular one might need. 
After church iu the evening, while the children were thus withdrawn 
to their mother’s apartment, I could not forbear reminding n»y 
friend of ohl times, and of the rather anti sabbatical turn of hi# 
mind in our ttoyish days. 

M Nov, William," said I, “do you know that you were the loot 
boy of whom such an enterprise in Sabbath keeping os thi# was to 
have been expected ? I supf>o»e you remember Sunday at * the old 
place Y " 

** Nay, now, I think l wo* the very one,” said lie. smiling, ** for I 
had sense enough to see, as I grew' up, that the day must be kept 
or not at all, and I had enough blood and motion in my 
com position to see that something must )«e done to enliven and 
moke it interesting ; so 1 set myself about it. It wa» one of the 
first of our housekeeping resolutions, that the fcabbath should ho 
node a pleasant day , and yet be at inviolably kept as iu the strictest 
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times of our good father ; and wc have brought things to run in that 
channel so long, that it seems to lie the natural order.’* 

44 1 have always supposed," said I, “that it required a peculiar 
talent, and more than common information in a parent, to accom- 
plish this to any ’extent." 

44 It requires nothing," replied my friend, “ but common sense, 
and a strong determination to d> it. Parents who make a definite 
object of the religious instruction of their children, if they have 
common sense, can very soon see what is necessary in order to in- 
terest them ; and if they find themselves wanting in the requisite 
information, they can, in these da\s, very readily acquire it. The 
sources of religious knowledge are so numerous, and so popular in 
their form, that all can avail themselves of them. The only diffi- 
culty, after all, is, that the keeping of the Sabbath a 114} the impart- 
ing of religious instruction are not made enough of a home object. 
Parents pass off the responsibility on to the Sunday -school teacher, 
and suppose of course, if they send their children to Sunday-school, 
they do the best they can for them. Now, I am satisfied, from my 
experience as a Sabbat h-school teacher, that the best religious 
instruction imparted abroad still stands in need of the co-operation 
of a systematic plan of religious discipline and instruction at home; 
for, after all, (»od gives a power to the efforts of a jamnt that can 
never he transferred to other hands." 

“Hut do you suppose," said I, “that the iMinmou class of minds, 
with ordinary advantages, can do what jou have done?" 

41 1 think iu most cast's they could, it they be : jiu right. Hut w hen 
both parents and children ha ,e formed habit*, it is more diffieult 
to change than to begin right at first. However, 1 think all might 
accomplish a great deal if they would give time, .money, and ettort 
towards it. It is because the object is regarded of so little value, com- 
pared with other things of a worldly nature, that so little is done." 

My friend was hen* interrupted by the entrance ol' Mrs. Flet/hcr 
with the children. Mrs. Fletcher sat down to the piano, and the 
Sabbath was closed with the happy songs of the little ones ; nor 
could 1 notice a single anxious eye turning to the window to see if 
the »un was not almost down. The tender and stiffened expression 
of each countenance bore witness to the subduing power of those 
instructions which had hallowed the last hour, and their sweet binl- 
like voices harmonised well with the beautiful words, — 

“ How sweet the light of <ablmth eve ! 

How soft the sunbeam lingering there! 

Those holy hours this low earth leave, 

And rise 00 wings of faith and prayer," 


LET EVERY MAN MIND HIS OWN "BUSINESS. 

44 Awn so you will not sign this paper V amid Alfred Melton to his 
cousin, a fine-looking young man, who was lounging by the centre 
table. 
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14 Not I, indeed. What in life hare ! to do with these decidedly 
vulgar temperance P*haw ! tbr\ have a relish of whiakey 

in their very essence!" 

“Come, romr, lonnn Melton," said a brilliant, dark-eyed girl, 
who had l**en lolling on the sofa during the rouferrucc, " 1 heft of 
ton to ftive over attempting to evangelise I'd ward. You sec, aft 
WlstafT has it, * he in little better than one of the wicked.' Yon 
must not waste such valuable temperance documents on him." 

“ Hut, tenon*! y , Melton, my good fellow," reunified Fdward, 
“thin ngni lift, and sealing, and pledging t* altoftether au unnecessary 
aftan f«»r me. My past and pie**- .< h tints, my situation in hfe, 
in short, every flung that c an lie mentioned with regard to me,~ 
goes against the supposition of my ever Incoming the slave of a vice 
so denasuijr* and tins pledftinft myself to avoid it is something 
altogether needless -- nay , hy implication, it i» degrading. A* to 
what )ou say of my influence, 1 am inclined to the opinion, that if 
every man will b*«*k to himself, every matt will U* looked to, Thia 
modem notion of tackuift the whole responsibility of aoctety on to 
every individual is one l am not at all inclined to adopt ; for, find, I 
know it t* a troublesome doctrine ; and, seeoadlv, I doubt if it Ik* a 
true one. For both which reasons, I shall decline extending to it 
my patronage." 

** Well, positively ," exclaimed the lady, “you gentlemen hare the 
gift of continuance in an uncommon degree. You hare disetuMied 
this matter Ixtckwnrd and forward till 1 am ready to peruh. I will 
lake the matter in hand myself, and sign a temperance pledge for 
Kdward, and see tiiat he g* u into untie of thow naughty course* 
upon which you have liven m» pathetic 

l * I dare say,* *aid Melton, glancing on her brilliant face with 
evident udm; ration, “that you wdl l»e the I tut temperate pledftg 
lie could have. Hut every uiiin. cousin. may not lie so fortunate." 

“Hut, Mellon, wild fid w ard, “• ret ng my steady habit* are no 
well provided for. you must carry' your logic and eloquence to tome 
poor fellow less favoured.” And tbua the confcreuc e ended. 

“What a good disinterested fellow Melton is!" said Edward, After 
he had left. 

** Yes go**l a* the day ia long." said Augusta, “but rather pro**, 
after all. Tht* tiresome temperance btuunes*! One never beam the 
end of it now-a-day*. Temperance paper*™ temperance tract*— 
temperance notel* temperance this that, and the other thing, even 
down to temperance pocket-handkerchief* for little boy*’ Really, 
the world ia getting intern perateiy temperate." 

“ Ah, well* with the security you have offered, Augusta, I shall 
dread no temptation." 

Though there »u nothing peculiar in these words, yet there wan 
a certain nrmtnm of tone that called the colour into the face of 
AnftttfrU, and set her to sewing with uncommon assiduity. And 
thereupon Edward proceeded with some remark about “ guardian 
angels" together with many other thing* of the kind, which, 
though Uicy contain no more that ia new than a temperance lecture, 

I 
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always seem to have a peculiar freshness to people in certain 
eircumsUnces. In fact, before the hour was at an end, Edward 
and Augusta had forgotten where they began, and had wandered fhr 
into that land of anticipations and bright dreams which surrounds 
the young and loving before they cat of the tree of experience, and 
gain the fatal knowledge of good and evil. 

But here, stopping our sketching pencil, let us throw in a little 
background and persjiective that will enable our readers to perceive 
more readily the entire picture. 

Edward Howard was a young man whose brilliant talents and 
captivating manners had placed him first in the society in which lie 
moved. Though without property or weight of family connections, 
he had become a leader m the circles where these* appendages are 
most considered, and there were none of their immunities and 
privileges that were uot freely at his disposal. 

Augusta Elmore wax conspicuous in all that lies within the sphere 
of feminine attainment. She was an orphan, and accustomed from a 
very early age to the free enjoyment and control of an independent 
property. This circumstance, doubtless, added to the magic of her 
personal graces in procuring for her that flattering deference which 
beauty and wealth secure. 

Her mental powers were naturally superior, although, from want 
of motive, they had received no development, except such as would 
secure success in society. Native good sense, with great strength of 
feeling and independence of mind, had saved her from becoming 
heartless and frivolous. She *ns better fitted to lead and to 
influence than to be influenced or led. And hence, though not 
swayed by any habitual sense of moral responsibility, the tone of 
her character seemed altogether more elevated than the average of 
fashionable society. 

General expectation had united the destiny of two persons who 
seemed every way fitted for each other, and for once general 
expectation did not err. A few months after the interview 
mentioned were witnessed the festivities and congratulations of 
their brilliant and happy marriage. 

Never did two young persons commence life under happier 
auspices. ** What an exact match!” “What a beautiful couple!” 
•aid all the gossips. “ They seem made for each other,” said every 
one; and so thought the happy lovers themselves. 

Love, which with persons of strong character is always an earnest 
and sobering principle, had made them thoughtful and 'considerate ; 
and as they looked forward to future life, and talked of the days 
b e fbec them, their plans and ideas were as rational as any plans can 
be, when formed entirely with reference to this life, without any 
regard to another. 

For a while their absorbing attachment to each other tended to 
withdraw them from the temptations and allurements of company; 
and many a tong winter evening passed delightfully in the elegaut 
quietude of home, as they read, and sang, and talked of the past, 
and dreamed of the fa tare in each other's society. Bot, contradictory 
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a* it min appear to the* theory of the semi mental tat, it i* nevertheless 
a fart, that two persons cannot always And sufficient excitement in 
talking to each other merely ; and thin is especially true of those td 
whom high excitement ha* b*-cu a nee< , x*ar) of life. After a while, 
the young couple, though loving each other none the less, began to 
respond to the many tails a hich invited them again into society, 
ami the pride they felt in each other addl'd seat to the pleasure* of 
their return. 

As the gaze of admiration followed the graceful motions of the 
Jseautiful wife, and the whi*|H*red tribute went mu ud the circle 
whenever she enteretl, Kdwatd felt a unde beyond all that flattery* 
addrt**M'd to himself, had ever exeiu d ; and Augusta, when told of 
the eoitviv nil talent* and jeiwers of entertainment vt Inch distinguished 
her hu-bawt. i <<uhl not resist the t< mpuntm of urging loin into 
society even nfo ner than hi* own wishes would have led him. 

Ala* ! neither of them knew the perils of constant excitement, nor 
supposed that, in titu* alienating themselves fiom the pure and 
simple pleasures of home, they were risking their w hole capital of 
happiness, ft is in indulging the first desire for extra stimulus that 
the first and deepest danger to domestic fusee lie*. I jet that 
stimulus be either l^otltly or mental, its eflec** are alike to he 
dreaded. 

The man or the woman to whom habitual excitement of any kind 
ha* lioeomc essential has uden the hr*t step toward* ruin. In the 
ease ot a woman, it leads to discontent, fret fulness, and dissatisfaction 
with the quiet duties nf doun^fie life; in the c* *e of a man, it lead* 
almost invariably to auimpl stimulus, rumou* alike to the jiower* of 
body and mmd fc 

Augusta, fondly trusting to the virtue of her husband, Mtr no 
danger in the constant round of engagement* which Were gradually 
drawing hi* attention from the graver rare* of bus in***, front the 
pursuit of aelf* improvement, arid from the love of herself. Already 
there wa* in her horizon the cloud ** as big as a man's hand**— the 
precursor of future darkness and Uinprtl , hut, too confident ud 
buoyant, she aaw it not. 

It wa* not until the care* and dutie* of a mother began to confine 
her at home, that she first felt, with a startling sen nation of fear, 
that there was an alteration in her husband, though even then the 
change was r*> shadowy and indefinite that it could not be defined 
by word*. 

It wa* known by that quick prophetic sense whieb rev col* to the 
heart of women the first variation in the pulse of affection, though it 
lw so slight that no other touch can detect it. 

Kdward was still fend, affectionate, admiring; and when he ten* 
detvd her all the little attention* demanded by her situation, or 
caressed and praised In* beautiful son, the felt satisfied and happy. 
Hot when she saw that, even without her, the convivial circle had lift 
attraction*, and that he could leave her to join it, she sighed, she 
scarce knew why. w barely/* she said. “! am not so selfish as to 
wtcb to rob him of pleasure h oe at m o 1 cannot enjoy it with him. 
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But yet, once he told me there was no pleasure where I was not. 
Alas! is it true, what 1 have so often heard, that such feelings cannot 
always last ?" 

Poor Augusta! she knew not how deep reason she had to fear. 
She saw not the temptations that surrounded her husband in the 
circles where to all the stimulus of wit and intellect was often added 
the zest of mw, used far too freely for safety. 

Already had Edward become familiar with a degree of physical 
excitement which touches the very verge of intoxication ; yet strong 
in self-confidence, and deluded by the customs of society , he dreamed 
not ot danger. The traveller who has passed above the rapids of 
Niagara may have noticed the spot where the first white sparkling 
ripple announces the downward tendency of the waters. All here 
» brilliancy and beauty; and as the waters ripple and dance in the 
sunbeam, they seem only as if inspired by a spirit of new life, and 
not as hastening to a dreadful fall. So the first approach to intem- 
perance, that ruins both body ami soul, seems only like the buoyancy 
and exulting freshness of a new life, and the unconscious voyager 
feels his hark undulating with a thrill of delight, ignorant of the in- 
exorable hurry, the tremendous sweep, with which the laughing 
waters urge hiin on beyond the reach of hope or recovery. 

It was at this period in the life of Edward that one judicious and 
manly friend, who would have had the courage to point out to him 
the danger that every one else perceived, might have saved him. 
But among the circle of his acquaintances there was none such. 
“ Let acr<j mini min* l his <»ni busti'tss ” was their universal maxim. 
True, heads were gravely shaken, and >^r. A. regretted to Mr. B. 
that so promising a young man seemed alsmt to ruin himself. 
But one was *' no rdatinn" of Edward’s, and the older “ felt a deli- 
cacy in speaking on such a subject,” and therefore, according to a 
▼cry ancient precedent, they ** passed by on the other side.” Yet it 
wan at Mr. A.’s sideboard, always sparkling with the choicest wine, 
that he had felt the first excitement of extra stimulus : it was at 
Mr. B.’s house that the convivial club l»egau to hold their meetings, 
which, after a time, found a more appropriate place in a public 
hotel. It is thus that the solier, the regular, and the discreet, whose 
constitution saves them from liabilities to excess, will accompany 
the ardent and excitable to the very verge of danger, and then wou- 
dcr at their want of self-control. 

It was a cold winter evening, and the wind whistled drearily 
•round the closed shuttersof the parlour in which Augusta was sitting. 
Everything around her bore the marks of elegance and comfort. 

Splendid books and engravings lay about in every direction. 
Vaasa of rare and costly dowers exhaled perfume, and magnificent 
mirror* multiplied every object. Ail spoke of luxury and repose, 
save the anxious and sad countenance of iu mistress. 

It wm* late, and she had watched anxiously for her husband for 
many long hours. She drew out her gold and ‘diamond repeater, and 
looked at it- It was long past midnight. She sighed as she remem- 
bered the many pleasant evening* they had passed together, as her 
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etc fell «u t U*- h >,.ks they hui r«*;ul together. and on her ptuno itid 
harp, now silent. ami thought of all hr ha«i *aud and looked tu th<*e 
day* w in u ca< ii w.,k ah t*» ti.-* other. 

Mir was a o-iM-il f;om thi* tin l .m hnly rr eerie by a haul locking 
»i the street dt**r Mir lihin.Hl to o|h*h if, hut Mark’d hack at tW 
sight it dmdotH ii hrr ho*haml Uime by four nun. 

** Dead ! is hr dead ?" she screamed. m agony. , 

“ >u, ma'am." said him* ot the uirii, 44 hut he might am well hr dead 
an in Mich a fix a% th:*." 

The who).- trutti, iu all it* d "gradation. flashed on thr mind of 
*Angu*t,i. With » a a (jtir^tioii or comment. she motsoi»r,t ttt the 
sofa in the jtarhmr. ::mi hrr husband w:»* I.tni their. Mu* b* ked 
the Min t door, and » nrn ihr last retreating had died away, 

Mir turned to tin ■».>*,», and *?ool ga/mg infixed and almost Mu jH'fied 
siir nee on tin- fare • >! her s» useless husband. 

At oner she realised the ¥ hole of lnr fearful lot. She Ml W hcfiirt 
her the Slight of Iter own a flee lion*, the ruin of her helpless chit* 
dren, the disgrace and misery of her htishaml. She looked around 
her ill helpless despair, for she well knew the power of the vice 
¥ hose deadly seal was set upon her iiushaitd. As one who is strug- 
gling and sinking in the water* task u lust diatxy glance at the 
green sunny hanks and distant tree* which Mem sliding from hi* 
view, M> did ail the scene* of her hupp} da}* pass in a moment 
Ik* fore her. and she groaned aloud in bitterness of spirit. “Great 
<o>d ! help me, help me!' she prayed. “isose hirn-O, save my 
lmshaml !*' 

Augusta was a woman of no common energy of spirit, and whet* 
the tir*t ¥ tid burst of anguish was user, she resolved not to \w want* 
in g to her husband and children in a crisis so dreadful. 

•* When he awakes," she mentally exclaimed, /* I will warn 
ami implore; 1 wilt pour out my whole soul to save him. My 
pour husband, }ou have Wen m:*hd- l*etrayed. Hut you art 
too good, too generous, too noble, to lv nacnficed without A 
struggle.*' 

It was late tin* next morning Iwfore the stupor in which Edward 
was plunged Iwgan to pa?* <>17. lie slowl} opened his eje*, started 
up wildly, gazed hurriedly around the room, till hi* eye met the 
fixed and Marrow ful gaun* of his wife. The past instantly flashed 
upon him. and a deep flush passed over hi* countenance. Them 
was a dead, a solemn silence, until Augusta, y ielding to her agony, 
threw herself into his arm* and w£pt. 

*• Then you do not hate me, Augusta? 4 * said be, sorrowfully. 

** Hate you— never*. Hut, () Edward, Edward, what haft beguiled 
you ? ** 

“ My wife — you one* promised to be my guardian in viflii eH Adt 
\*m are, and will be. O Augusta ! you have looked on what yo» 
shall never mi* again— never — never -so help me God I** laid be* 
locking up with solemn earnestness. 

And Augusta, as she gated cm the noble face, the ardent ex pm* 
siun of sincerity ami remorse, could cot doubt that her hus b and 
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vu cared. Hut Ed ward’s plan of reformation bad one grand defect. 
It wm merely modification and retrenchment, and not entire ahnwion- 
ment. He could not feel it necessary to cut himself off entirely 
from the scene* ami associations where temptation had met him. 
He considered not that when the temperate How of the Mood and the 
even buluncc of the nerveb have once been destroyed, there is, ever 
gfter, a double and fourfold liability, which often makes a man the 
Sport of the first untoward chance. 

He still contrived to stimulate sufficiently to prevent the return of 
a calm and healthy state of the mind and body, and to make con- 
•taut self-control and watchfulness necessary. 

It is a great mistake to cal) nothing intemperance hut that degree 
of physical excitement which completely overthrows the mental 
powers. There is a state of nervous excitability, resulting from 
what is often called moderate stimulation, which often long precedes 
this, and is, in regard to it, like the premonitory warnings of the fatal 
cholera - an unsuspected draught on the vital powers, from which, at 
any moment, they may sink into irremediable collapse. 

It is in this state, ofteu, that the spirit of gambling or of wild 
speculation is induced by the morbid crating* of an over-stimulated 
system. Unsatisfied with the healthy and regular routine of 
business, and the laws of gradual ami solid prosperity, the excited 
and unsteady imagination leads its subjects to daring risks, with 
the alternative of nnliouiidcd gain on the one side, or of utter ruin 
on the other. Ami when, a* is too often the case, that ruin comes 
unrestrained and desperate intemperance is the wretched resort to 
allay the raving* of disappointment and despair. 

Such was the case with Edward. He had lost his interest in his 
regular business, and he embarked the bulk of hir property in a 
brilliant scheme then in vogue ; and when he found a crisis coming, 
threatening ruin and beggary, he had recourse to the futal stimulus 
which, alas? he had never wholly abandoned. 

At this time he spent some months in a distant city, separated 
from his wife and family, while the insidious power of temptation 
daily increased, a* he kept up, by artificial stimulus, the tl&ggiug 
Vigour of his mind and nervous system. 

it came at last -the Wow which shattered alike his brilliant 
dreams and his real prosperity. The large fortune brought by his 
wife vanished in a moment, so that scarcely a pittance remained in 
his hands. From the distant city where he had been to superintend 
hit sc helm's, be thus wrote to his" too eouftuiug wife : 

44 Augusta, all is over! expect no more from yoor husband - 
believe no more of hi* promises — for he is lose to you and you to 
him. Augusta, our property is gone; y or properly, which I have 
blindly risked, is all swallowed up. But is that die worst? No, 
no, Augusta; / am lost— lost, body and soul, and as irretrievably 
as the perishing riches 1 have squandered. Once 1 had energy — 
health —nerve— resolution ; but ail are gone : yea, yea, 1 have 
yielded— ! do yield daily to wh«t is at once my tormentor and my 
temporary refuge from intolerable misery. You remember the sad 
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boor you dm knew your husband vti a drunkard. Your look on 

that morning of misery— shall I ever forget it V Yet, blind and 
confiding as y •'» were. ln»w svmhi did nmr ili-judgcd confidence in 
me return ! \ am hop *! I was even linn past recovery— t*v«t» 

then sealed over to hktektic** of darktu** for ever. 

“Ala*! my wite, my pecrlrs* wife. why am I your hiuboml ? 
why the father of nick children a* you have given me? la there 
nothing to your uuefju died h'veliue** nothing iti the ittnoctnet 
of our lirlplrM ha)**, that it {toner ful enough to recall me? No, 
there it nut. 

•*Augu»ta, you know not the dreadful gnawing, the intolerable 
agony of tin* master |*a** ton. I walk the floor— -I think of nty 
own dear home, nty high hope*, my proud expectation#, my 
children, my wife, my own immortal m»u 1. I feel that I am ftacrttt* 
ctng all— feel tt til l utn withered with agony; hot the hour 
come*— the burning hour, and •<!/ >.« »» 1 shall return to you 

uo more, Augusta. All the little wreck l have mnl 1 send : you 
have friends, relative* — above all. you hate an energy of mind, a 
capacity of rev lute action Devoid that of ordinary women, and you 
shall never !*• b >utul the living to the dead. True, you will 
•offer, thus to burst the Uuid* that unile u* ; hut Imt resolute, for 
you will mi Her more to wat* h from day to day the alow working* of 
ruin and death in your hn>b.ind. Would you stay with me, to set 
every vestige of what you once loved pasMug away- to endure the 
caprice, tin* moroM-ne**, the delirious auger of one no longer master 
of himself? Would you make your children victim* and fellow* 
•ufferert with you? No! dark and dreadful ia uij path! I will 
walk it alone : no one shall go with me. 

“ In some peaceful retirement you may concentrate your strung 
feeling* upon your children, ami bring them up 1 1> fill a place in 
your heart which a worth!.*** husbiud hs» abandoned . If I leave 
you now, you will remeii»!**r me as I ha*r Urn you will love me 
and weep for me when dead; but if you stay with roe, your knre 
will U worn out ; 1 shall become the object of disgust and loathing. 
Therefore farewell, my wife — my find, best love, farewell! vrnh 
you 1 part with hope,— 

• And with hope, farewell fear, 

Farewell remorse ; ail good to me Is lost : 

Kvil, be thou my good. 

This is a wil l strain, but fit fur me : do not seek for me, do nut 
write ; nothing can save me." 

Thu* abruptly began and ended the letter that conveyed la 
Augusta the death-doom of her hopes. There are momenta of 
agony when the most worldly heart i» pressed upward to God, «*«* 
as a weight will force upward the reluctant water. Augusta had 
been a generous, a high-minded, an affectionate woman, hut she had 
lived entirely foe this world. Her chief good had been her hu s b a n d 
and her children. These had been her pride, her reliance, her depend- 
ence. £tr wig in her own resources, the had never felt the need «f 
looking to a higher power for assistance and happiness, Bui wham 
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f htM Idler fell from her trembling hand, her heart died within her at 
it* wild and reekte^* bitterne*** 

In her desperation she linked up ti> (bid. “ What have 1 to live 
for now?” was the first feeling of her heart. 

[Jut she repressed tlm inquiry of selfish agon*. and besought 
almighty assistance t*» nerve iu r weakne-s ; and here first began 
that practical arquAtnUincc with the truths and hopes of religion 
which changed her whole charactei. 

The po *riilit> «*f blind. confiding idolatry of any earthly object 
was swept away Its th* fall of her husband, and with the full 
energy of a decided and desolate spirit, she threw herself o.j the 
jt otectjnn of an almighty Help * r >h<* hnlow-ed her hushand to the 
city whither he had gone, found him, and vainly attempted to 
Have. 

There were the usual alternations of short-lived reformations, 
exciting hopes only to he tlesf roved. There was the gradual sinking 
of the body , the decay of moral feeling and principle— 'the slow hut 
sure approach of disgusting animalism, which marks the progress of 
the drunkard. 

It wa« some years after that a small ami partly ruinous tenement 
in the outskirts of A. received a new family . The group consisted 
of four children, whose wan and wistful countenances, and still, 
unchildlike dejiortment, testified an early acquaintance with want 
and sorrow. There was the mother, faded and careworn, whose 
dark and melancholy eyes, pale cheeks, and compressed lips told of 
yeans of anxiety and endurance. There was the father, with haggard 
face, unsteady step, and that callous, reckless air, that betrayed 
long familiarity with degradation and crime. Who that had seen 
Edward Howard in the morning and freshness of- his days, could 
have recognised him in this miserable husband and father ? or who, 
in this worn aud woe-s trie ken woman, would have knowu the 
beautiful, brilliant, and accomplished Augusta ? Yet such changes 
are not fancy, as many a bitter and broken heart can testify. 

Augusta had followed her guilty husband through many a change 
and many a weary wandering. All hope of reformation had 
gradually faded away. Her own eyes h id seen, her ears had heard, 
all those disgusting details, too revolting to be portrayed ; for iu 
drunkenness there is no royal road- no salvo for greatness of mind, 
refinement of taste, or tenderness of feeling. All alike are merged 
In the corruption of a moral death. 

The traveller, who met Edward reeliug by the roadside, was 
sometimes startled to hear the fragments of classical lore, or wild 
bursts of half-remembered poetry, mixing strangely with the imbe- 
cile merriment of intoxication. Hut when he stopped to gaxe, there 
was no further mark on his face or in his eye by which he could be 
distinguished from the loathsome aud lowest drunkard. 

Augusta had come with her husband to a city where they were 
wholly unknown, that she might at least escape the degradation 01 
their lot iu the presence of t hose who had known them in better 
days. The long and dreadful struggle that annihilated the hopes 



mini* Mis mv>* in siMKS. 


121 


of \Wi% hf«- h;i«l ju'imhI h« r to r»**t upon then* xt. and the 

habit of (N*mti>»unm with (•<»!, induced b\ sorrow * w huh imtli *ug 
** I m* rnuld consul., Iiad given a tender dtgm<) to her character *uch 
us* nothing civ couid l«Mnw, 

It i*. true, site d**v|i‘j loved tier children : hut it with a Imlj, 
charmed Imi, *n*U as u.-,»md (he sentiment once breathed by 
Him “who tsw made |mTJ«o( through sutlci mg* *’ 

•*K«*r then takes 1 ••aiietify u»v -elf, (hat tt»e) aim* tuny he sanctified." 

Invert) . deep |wi\ern . hud followed (lu tr steps, hut let die bad 
not (.noted Tab Mv whnh »n h* r happie^ da) > had fi^en noumh.-d 
rne**j» ns fiitliiio wi .e f <*w Ur» Irhe.J t<« lh»* nt »»«#*( to furttldl » 
Mij-jort whib tro*i. the r, -oi»r« «■* of for <-wn r.-udnig die dr* w (hat 
wli’ch aid the foundation |«*r <i»flv in> ntal oil Hi re m her children. 

Augusta had b»cn h» ( •■ hut a few weeks before her footstep* voTi 
traced bv her on)) brother, who ha t Intel) discovered her situation, 
ami urged her to forsake her unworthy husband and find refuge 
with him. 

“Augusta, in) sister, 1 have found you!*' he exclaimed, ns he 
sudden!) entered one day, while bite was busied with the work of 
her family. 

“Henry, my dear brother ! ” There w f as a momentary illumination 
of countenance accompanying these words, which mh>« faded into a 
mournful quietness, as she cast her eyes around on the scanty ac- 
commodations and mean apartment. 

" 1 see how it is, Augusta; step by step, )ou are sinking— dragged 
down by a vain Reuse of duty to one no longer worthy. 1 cannot 
l>ear it any longer; 1 have come to take you away.” 

Augusta turned from him, and looked almtractedly out of the 
window. Her features settled in thought. Their expression gradually 
deepened from their usual lone of mild, resigned sorrow to oue of 
keen anguish. 

•‘Henry," said she, turning towards him, “ never was mortal 
woman so blessed in another as I once was in him. How can 1 
forget it? Who knew him in those days that did not admire and 
love him ? They tempted aud insnared him ; and even l urged 
him into the path of danger. He fell, and there was none to help. 
1 urged reformation, ami he again and again promised, resolved, 
and i*rga». But again they tempted hirn — even his very best friend*; 
yes, and that, too, when they knew bis danger. They led him on 
as far as it was safe for them to go, and when the sweep of his more 
excitable temperament took him past the point of safety aud 
decency, they stood by, and coolly wondered and lamented. How 
often wi* he Ini on by such hearth-** friend* to huiniliatinfc fslla, 
and then driven to desperation by the cold look, averted faces, and 
cruel sneers of those whose medium temperament and cooler blood 
saved them from the snares which the) saw were eflsiavittg bint. 
Wbst if I had forsaken him then f What account should I b»v# 
rendered tnli«*d? Every time a friend has been alienated hy W* 
comrades, it has seemed to seal him with another seal. I ai» b«§ 
wife— and mine will W the Iasi, Henry, when 1 leave him, I kmm 
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his eternal ruin is sealed. 1 cannot do it now ; a little longer— a 
little longer; the hour. I sec, must come. I know my duty to my 
children forbids me to keep them here; take them — they art- mv 
last earthly comforts. Henry- but you must take them away. It 
may be — O bod— perhaps it mu*/ V, that I shall soon follow ; but 
not till 1 have tried oner mnx. What is this present life to one who 
has suffered as I have? Nothing. Hut eternity! O Unity ! eter- 
nity— how can I abandon him to err rl-istinj despair ! Tiidcr the 
breaking of my heart 1 have borne up. I have borne up under 

that can try a woman ; but Mk thought ” She stopped, and 

seemed struggling with herself; but at last, borne down by a tide 
of agony, she leaned her head on her hands ; the tears streamed 
through her fingers, and her whole frame shook with convulsive 
sobs. 

Her brother wept with lier ; nor dared he again to touch the point 
SO soiemuly guarded. The next day Augusta parted from her 
children, hoping something from feelings that, possibly, might be 
stirred by their absence in the bosom of their father. 

It was about a week after this that Augusta one evening presented 
herself at the door of a rich Mr. I,., whose princely mausion was 
one of the ornaments of the city of A. It was not till she reached 
the sumptuous drawing-room that she recognised iu Mr. L. one 
whom she aud her husband had frequently met in the gay circles of 
their early life. Altered as she was. Mr. I,, did uot recognize her, 
but compassionately hauded her a chair, aud requested her to wait 
the return of his lady, who w as out ; aud then turning, he resumed 
his conversation with another gentleman. 

“Now, Dallas,” said he, “you are altogether excessive and in- 
temperate iu this matter. Society is uot to be reformed by every 
man directing his efforts towards his neighbour, but by every man 
taking care of himself. It is \mt and 1, mv dear sir, who must 
begin with ourselves and every other man must do the same ; and 
then society will be effectually reformed. Now this modern way, 
by which every man considers it his duty to attend to the spiritual 
matters of his next-door neighbour, is taking the business at the 
wrong end altogether. It makes a vast deal of appearance, but it 
does very little good.” 

** But suppose your neighbour feels no disposition to attend to his 
own improvement— what then?” 

“Why, then it is his owu concern, and not mine. What my 
Maker requires it, that 1 do my duty, and uot fret shout my neigh- 
bour’*” 

** But, my friend, thtt is the very question. Whst is the duty 
your Maker requires? Does it not include some regard to your 
neighbour, some care and thong bt for his interest sad improve- 

meat?” 

M Well, well, f do that by setting a good example. 1 do not 
mean by example what you do that is, that 1 tin to stop drinking 
win# because it may Wad him to dnnk brandy, any more than that 
1 mast stop sating because he may eat too much and become a 
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dyspeptic — but that I am to use my wine, and everything else, tem- 
perately ami decently, ami thus set him a piKxi example. 

The rnnverwilMMi a a* here interrupted by the return of Mrt. I*. 
It recalled, iti all its frr*«hnc‘is to the mind of Augusta the days 
when U»th she ami her husband had thus spoken ami thought. 

Ah, hoe did these seupmcnU apjvear to her now loueiy, he) plena, 
forlorn —the wife of a ruined hu.vktml, the mother of more than 
orphan children! H*>» different fr«*m what they seemed, when, 
secure in eaiM*, in wealth, in gratified affection*. she thoughtlessly 
echoed the coin moil phraseology, ' Why must people eoiicc rn them* 
sette* so much in their neigh bourn' affairs / 1 a*i every man mind 
his own business " 

Augusta reeemd in silence from Mr*. L. the fine tewing (or 
which *h< came, ami left the room. 

“ Ellen,” said Mr. L, to his wife, 44 that poor woman mutt be in 
tmuhle of some kind or other. You must go tome time and fee if 
anything can U* done for her.” 

“How singular !* said Mr*. I*,; “she remind* me all the time 
of Augusta Howard. You remember her. my dear?" 

“ Yes p<*or thing! and her husband too. That waa a shocking 
affair of ivd ward Howard’s. I hear that he liecame an intemperate, 
worthless fell >w Who could have thought it ! '* 

“ Hut you recollect, my dear.” said Mix. L., 44 1 predicted it tit 
months before it was talked of. You remember, at the wine party 
which v on gave after Mary's wedding, he wai so excited that he 
wai hardly decent. 1 mentioned then that he was getting into 
dangerous ways. Hut he was such an excitable creature, that two 
or three glasses would put him quite beside himself. Awl there it 
George Eldon, who takes off his leu or twelve glasses, and no one 
suspects it.*’ 

“ Well, it was a great pity,** replied Mr. I,. ; " Howard was worth 
a dozen George Kldous." 

11 l)o you suppose/* said l)all*s, who had listened thus far ta 
silence, ‘ 4 that if he had moved in a circle whem it was the uni' 
veraal custom to UtnisA till niuntl itinj Jonh, he would thus have 
fallen f " 

“ 1 cannot say,” said Mr. L. ; M DerhAps not/* , 

Mr. Dallas was a gentleman of fortune and leisure, and of an 
ardent and enthusiastic temperament. Whatever engaged him 
absorbed bis wh«»le soul ; and of late years, his mind had become 
deeply eugaged i», schemes of philanthropy for the improvement of 
his fellow -men. He bad, in his benevolent ministrations, often 
passed the dwelling of Edward, and was deeply interested in the 
pale and patient wi!r and mother, lie made acquaintance with her 
through the aid of her children, and, in one way and another, 
learned particular* of their history that awakened the deepoM 
interest awl concern. None but a mind as sanguine as his would 
have dreamed of attempting to remedy such hopeless misery by the 
reformation of him who was its cause. Hut such a plan had 
actually occurred to fun. The remarks of Mr, aad Mia* L, re- 
called the idea, and he soon found that his intended was the 
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very Edward Howard whose eailv history was thus disclosed. Hi* 
leumed all (Ik* mi mi tin* from iIicm- his early a-ssociates without 
disclosing his aim, and li ft them still more resolved u|h»u Ins bene- 
volent plan. 

He watched his opportunity when Edward wa- free from the 
influence of htituulus. and it was just after the loss of his children 
had called forth some remains of Ins better nature, (ir.iiually and 
kindly lie tried to touch the springs of his nund, and awaken some 
of its buried sensibilities. 

“It is in vain, Mr. Dallas, to talk thus to me.” said Edward, 
when, one day, with the strong eloquence of excited feeling. ‘he 
painted the motives for attempting reformatson: “pm mi r 'ht as 
well attempt to reclaim the lost in hell. Do you think," he eon* 
tin ued, in a wild, determined manner ‘‘do you think I do not 
know* all you can tell lue ? 1 have it all ly heart, sir ; no one can 

preach such discourse* as 1 can on this subject : l know all — believe 
all— as the devils believe and tremble.’ 

“Ay, but,” said Dallas, “ to you Mere o A y* ; you me nut to 
ruin yourself for ever.” 

“ And who the devil are you, to speak to me in this way 'i ” said 
Edward, looking up from his sullen despair with a gleam of 
curiosity, if not of hope. 

“(ioi*» messenger to you, Edward Howard,” said Dallas, fixing 
hi* keen eye upon him solemnly; “to you, Edward Howard, who 
have thrown away talents, hope, and health -who have blasted the 
heart of your wife, and beggared your suffering children. To you 
1 am the messenger of your God — by me he oilers health, and hojie, 
and self-respect, aud the regard of your fellow -men. You may 
heal the broken heart of your wife, aud give IwuAv a father to your 
helpless children. Think of it, Howard : what if it were possible. 
Only suppose it. What would it lie again to feel yourself a man. 
beloved aud respected as you once were, with a happy home, a 
cheerful wife, and smiling little ones? Think how you could re* 
pay your poor wife for all her tears! What hinder* vou from gain- 
ing all this r 

“Just what hindered the rich man in hell — ‘ ^funn •« *Amv is >i 
grviit gnlf ; .it lie* In* tween me and all ihat is good ; my wife, 
my ehildreu, my hops* of heaven, arc all on the other side.” 

“ Ay, but this gulf can 1** passed ; Howard, what wouaf y>.>« <jir< 
to be a temperate man ? 

“What would I give?” said Howard. He thought for a 
moment, and hurst tuto tear*. 

“ Ah, I see bow it is,” said Dallas ; “you need a friend, and God 
has sent you one.” 

“ What cow you do for me, Mr. Dallas ? ” said Ivdward, iu a tone 
of wonder at the confidence of his assurances. 

“ I will tell you what l can do; I can take you to my house, and 
(five you a room, and watch over you uutil the strongest tempta- 
tions are past - 1 can give you business again. I can do utf for you 
that needs to be done, if you will give yourself to my care.” 

* O God of mercy ! ” exclaimed the 'unhappy man, “ is there b**pe 
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for me ? I cannot believe it }to*»iblc ; but take me where you 
I will follow anti oIh*\.” 

A f-w hours witnessed tin* transfer of tin* lost husband to one of 
the retiied apartments m tli«* tlegant man mom of Dallas, « litre he 
fouuil bis anxious and grateful wifi- still stationed as his watchful 
guardian. 

Medical treatment. healthful exercise, mugful employment, simple 
f<K>d, and pm** waf. r were connected with a personal supervision by 
Dal In*. which, while gently ami politely sustained, m t first amounted 
to^n tu il imprisonment. 

For a time tit.* n-a t on from the sudden suspension of habitual 
stimulus *;»■> do a Ifni, and even with tears did the unhappy loan 
entre.it !■* I*** permitted to a* andou tli** iii.dcrlnktog. Hut the r«**o- 
lute stea*bt»»*ss of Ddhis and the t*nder entreat ii s of him wife’pre- 
sail’d. It is true that he might U* said to l>e saved “so as by 
fire. ' tor a lever, and a long and tierce deltrmm, wasted him 
almost to the holders of the grave. 

Hut. at JenptM. the struggle U tween life ami death wm over, and 
though it left him stretch'd on the bed of sickiies*, emaciated ami 
weak, vet he v a*. restored to his right mind, and was conscious of 
returning health. I.«t an\ one who has laul a friend in the grave, 
and known what it is to have the heart fail with longing for them 
day by dav, iinigme the dreamy and unreal joy of Augusta when 
she began again to *<**• in Edward the husband so long lout toller. 
It was as if the grave had given hack the dead. 

“ Augusta !" sa’-d he. faintly . a*. after a long and quiet sleep, he 
awoke free from delirium. >ho l*cnt over him. “ Augusta, 1 am 
redeemed I am saved I fee! in myself that I am made whole." 

The high h< art*of Augusta melted at these worth. She trembled 
and wept. Her husband wept ah*», and after a pause he co*l* 
tinned — 

“ It is more than Wing rc*tor<*d to this life— I feel that it i* the 
beginning of eternal life. It is the Saviour who sought me out, ayd 
I know that he is able to ktep me from falling." 

But w»- will draw a veil over a scene which words have little 
power to j*aint, 

* 4 Pray. Dallas," said Mr. I.„ one day, “ who is that finc~looking 
voting man whom I met in ) our office this morning ? I thought his 
face seemed familiar." 

" It i* a Mr. Howard- a young lawyer whom I have lately taken 
into business with me." 

“ Strange! Impossible!” said Mr. L. “Surely thi* cannot he 
the Howard that 1 ouw knew." 

“ I brlieve he is." said Mr. Dallas. 

M W ny, I th<Kigbt he was gone— dead and done over, long ago, 
with intemperance/* 

** He was so; few have ever sunk lower; but he now promises 
even to outdo all that was hoped of him." 

•* Strange ! Why , Dallas, what dwl bring about this change V* 

** ! feel a delicacy in mentioning how it came about to you, Mr. 
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L, a* there undoubtedly wan a gre at deal of * interference with other 
metTn matters * in the business. In short, the young man fell in the 
way of one of those meddlesome fellows, who go prowling about, 
distributing tracts, forming temperance societies, and all that sort of 
•tuff." 

“ Come, come, Dallas," said Mr. L., smiling, “I must hear the 
story, for all that." 

** First call with me at this house," said Dallas, stopping before 
the door of a neat little mansion. They were soon in the parlour. 
The first sight that met their eyes was Edward Howard, who, with 
a cheek glowing with exercise, was tossing aloft a blooming bby, 
while Augusta wan watching his motion*, her face radiant with 
•miles. 

** Mr. and Mrs. Howard, this is Mr. I.., an old acquaintance, 1 
believe." 

There was a moment of mutual embarrassment and surprise, soon 
dispelled, however, by the frank cordiality of Edward. Mr, L. sat 
down, hut could scarce withdraw his cjes from the countenance of 
Augusta, in whose eloquent fair he recognized a beauty of a higher 
cast than even in her earlier days. 

He glanced about the apartment. It was simply but tastefully 
furnished, and wore an air of retired, domestic comfort. There 
were hooks, engravings, and musical instruments. Above all, there 
were four happy, healthy -looking rhildltn, pursuing studies or shirts 
at the farther end of the room. 

After a short call they regained the street. 

“Dallas, you are a happy man," said Mr. L. ; “ that family will 
he a mine of jewels to you !" 

He was right. Every soul saved from pollution and ruin is a 
jewel to him that reclaims it, whose lustre only eternity can dis- 
close; and therefore it is written, “ They that Ik* w ise shall shine as 
the brightness of the firmament, and they that turn many to right- 
eousness, as the stars for ever and ever." 


FKKLIX'S. 

Theme is one way of study ing human nature, which surveys man- 
kind oolvas a set of instruments for the accomplishment of personal 
plans. There is another, which regards them simply as a gallery of 
nictures, to be admired or laughed at as tint caricature or the bmn 
MAil predominates. A third way regards them as human beings, 
having hearts that can suffer ami enjoy, that can lie improved or be 
ruined ; as those who are linked to us by mysterious reciprocal influ- 
ence*, by the common dangers of a present existence, and the uncer- 
tainties of a future one ; as presenting, wherever we meet them, 
claims on our sympathy and assistance. 

Those who adopt the last method are interested in human beings, 
not so much by pnaont attractions as by their capabilities as intelli- 
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gent, immortal beings ; by a high belief of what every mind may 
attain in an immortal existence ; by anxieties for ita temptations 
ami dangers, and often by tin* perceptual of error# ami fault* which 
threaten its ruin. Tin* first two mode* are adopted by the great mail 
of society ; tin* la«*t i*. the office of thow few scattered star* in the 
sky of life, who h**k down on it* dark selfishness to remind u» that 
there \s a world of I i|r fit and love. 

To thi* clan* did Hr belong. wIiojm* rising ami Mutiny on earth 
were for “ the lieilmg of the nation* /’ ami to this class hat l*e longed 
many a pure and devoted spirit, like him shining to cheer, like him 
fading away into tie- heaven*. To thi* clan* many » one truAe* to 
belong, who ha* an eye to diMinguifth the divinity of virtue, without 
the revdutmn to attain it ; who while they sweep along with the 
m lfi«di eurrent of ubiety, *till regret that aoeiety i* not different— 
ttiat tiny tluWio* are not differ* nt. If this tram of thought has 
no very partieular application t*» what follows, it wav nevertheless 
suggested by it, ami of it*. irievunry others must judge. 

lawik into this school tik mi. It is a warm, sleepy afternoon in 
July ; there iv scarcely ai "enough to stir the leaves of the tail 
huttonw*H»d-tree Ik* fore the door, or to lift the loose leave* of t lie copy- 
book iti the window ; the sun h.n» Urn diligently shining into those 
ctirtuii '|.**s west windows cut since three o'clock, upon tho*c blotted 
and mangled desks and those decrepit ami tottering U-nches, and 
that great arm-chair, the place of authority. 

You can faintly hear, about the door, the *• craw, craw/* of some 
neighbouring chsekemt, which have stepped around to consider tbi 
dinner -to*ket*. and pick np the crumbs of the noon s repast. For n 
marvel, the busy school is still, because. in truth, it is loo warm to 
stir. You will Autt nothing to disturb your meditation on character, 
for you cannot hear the beat of those little hearts, nor the hustle of 
all those lmsy thoughts. 

Now look around. Who of these is the mwt interesting? If it 
that tall, slender haz- l eyed U>y, with a glance like a falcon, whose 
elbows rest on his l**»k as he gases out on the great buttonwood* 
tree, and is calculating how he shall fix his squirrel Imp when school 
is out ? Or is it that curly -headed little rogue, who it shaking with 
repressed laughter at seeing a chicken roll over in a dinner -bask at? 
Or is it that arch boy with black eyelashes, ami deep, mischievous 
dimple in his cbwlu, who is slyly fixing s fish-hook to the skirts of 
the master’s cost, yet looking as alwtracted as Archimedes whenever 
the good mao turns his head that way ? No; these are intelligent, 
bright, beautiful, but it is not these. 

Perhaps, then, it is that sleepy little girl, with golden curls, and a 
mouth like a half-blown rosebud. .See. the small brass thimble ha* 
fallen to the floor, her patchwork drops from Her lap, her blue eyas 
ct<»*e like two sleepy « miet*, her little head j* nodding, and she sinks 
on her sister** shun bier : surely it is she, N** t it is not. 

Hut took in that corner. Do you see that t*>y w ah Mich a gloomy 
countenance — so vacant, yet so ill-natured? He is doing nothing, 
and he very seldom does any thing. He is surly and gloomy in hts 
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looks and actions. He never showed any more aptitude for saying 
or doing a pretty thing than his straight white hair does for curling. 

He is regular ly blamed aj^d punished every day, ami the more he 
is blamed aud punished, the worse he grows. None of the Ixiys and 
girls in school will play with him ; or, if they do, they will be sorry 
for it. And every day the master assures him that “he does not 
kuow what to do with him,*' and that he “ makes him more trouble 
than any hoy in school," with similar judicious information, that 
has a striking tendency to promote improvement. That is the Ix.y 
to whom ( apply the title of '* the most interesting one." 

lie is interesting because he is not pleasing ; Ih*cuum* he has Itad 
habits; because he does wrong ; because, under present influences, 
he is always likely to do wrong. He is interesting because he lias 
become what he is now by means of the very temperament which 
often makes the noblest virtue. It is feeling, acuteness of feeling, 
which has given that countenance its expression, that character its 
moroseness. 

He lias no father, and that long-suffering friend, his mother, is 
gone too. Yet he nas relations, aiuPkind ones too; and, in the 
compassionate language of worldly charity, it may t>e said of him. 
*' He would have nothing of which to complain, if he would only 
behave himself." 

His little sister is always bright, always pleasant ami cheerful ; 
and hi# friends say, “ Why should not h£he so too ? lie is in exactly 
the name circumstances." No, he is not. In one circumstance tin y 
differ. He has a mind to feel and remember everything that can 
pain ; she can feel and remember but little. If you blame him, he 
is exasperated, gloomy, and cannot forget it. If you blame her, 
she can say she ha# done wrong in a moment, and all is forgotteu. 
Her mind can no more be wounded than the little brook where she 
loves to play. The bright waters close again, and smile and prattle 
as merry a# before. 

Which is the most desirable temperament ? It would l>c hard to 
my. The power of feeling is necessary for all that is noble in man, 
and yet it involves the greatest risks. They who catch at happiness 
on the bright surface of things, secure a portion, such as it is, with 
more certaiuty ; those who dive for it in the waters of deeper feeling. 
If they succeed, will bring up pearls and diamonds, but if they sink, 
they are lost for ever ! 

Hut now cornea Saturday, and school is just out. Can any one of 
my readers remember the rapturous prospect of a long, bright Satur- 
day afternoon ? ** Where are you going *“ “ Will you come and see 
■»?” ** We arc going afiabtng !' ** Let us go a-straw berrying ! ’* 

may He heard arising from the liappy group. But no one comm 
JT the ill-humoured James, and the little party going to visit hi* 
r 44 wish James washout of the say." lie sees every motion, 
hears every whisper, knows, suspect* --Ms it all, and turns to go 
Home more sullen and ill-tempered than common. The world look* 
dark—nobody loves him— ami he t» told that it i» 4 * all lut own fault," 

■ a ad that makes the matter ititi worse- 
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When the little party arrive, he if suspicious and irritable, and, of 
coarse, soon excommunicated. Then, as he standi in disconsolate 
anger, looking over the garden fcuce at the gay group making dande- 
lion chains, and playing baby bouse under the trees, tie wonders why 
he is not like other children, lie wishes he were different, snd yet he 
does not know what to do. lit looks around, and everything is bloom- 
ing and bright. His little bed of dowers is even brighter and sweeter 
than ever tiefore, and a new rose is just opening on his rosebush. 

There goes pussy, too, racing and scampering, with little Kllco 
after her, iu among the alleys and dower*; and the birds are singing 
in the trees ; anti the soft winds brush the blossoms of the sweet pea 
against his cheek ; and vet, though all nature looks on him so kindly, 
he is wretched. 

Let ns now change the scene. Why is that crowded assembly so 
attentive— so silent! Who is speaking? It is our old friend, the 
little disconsolate schoolboy. Hut his eyes are dashing with intellect, 
his face fervent with emotion, his voice breathes like music, ana 
every mind is enchained. 

Again, it is a splendid sunset, and yonder enthusiast meets it face 
to face, as s friend. He is silent rapt — happy. He feds the poetry 
which God has written ; he is touched by it, as God meant that the 
feeling spirit should lie touched. 

Again, he is watching by the bed of sickness, and it is blessed to 
have such s watcher ! anticipating every want; relieving, not in a 
cold, uninterested way, but with the quick perceptions, the tender- 
ness, the gentleness of an angel. 

Follow him into the circle of friendship, and why is be so loved and 
trusted? Why can you so easily tell to him what you can *av to no 
one else besides?- Why is it that all arouud him feel that he can 
understand, appreciate, !*» touched by all that touches them? 

And when heaven uncloses its doors of light — when all ita know- 
ledge, its purity, it# bliss, ri*e* on the eye and passes into the soul — 
who then will be looked on as the one who might be envied— he who 
cam, or be who camrtoi ftti f 


THE CANAL BOAT- 

Or all the ways of travelling which obtain among our l o co motive 
nation, Urn said vehicle, the canal boat, is the most ib a ofam fr 
prosaic and inglorious. 'Hicre is something picturesque, nay, almost 
sublime, b the lordly march of your wetl-built, high-bred tea m - 
boat. Go, take your stand on some overhanging bluff, where the 
blue Ohio winds iu thread of silver or the sturdy Mississippi tame 
iu path through unbroken forests, and it will do your heart good to 
see the gallant boat walking the waters with unbroken and powerifot 
tread ; and, like some folded monster of the wave, breathing infc 
and making the shores resound with iu deep respirations. Than 
there is something mysterious, even awful, in the power of t e am . 

s 
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See it curling up against a blue sky, some rosy morning— graceful, 
floating, intangible, and to all appearence the softest and gentlest of 
all spiritual things; and then think that it is this fairy spirit that 
keeps all the world alive aud hot with motion ; think how excellent 
a servant it is, doing all sorts of gigantic works, like the geuii of 
old; and yet. if yon let slip the talisman only for a moment, what 
terrible advantage it will take of you ! and you will confess that 
steam has some claims both to the' beautiful aud the terrible. For 
our own part, when we are down among the machinery of a steam- 
boat in full play, we conduct ourself very reverently, for we 
consider it as a very serious neighbourhood ; and every time 'the 
steam whizzes with such red-hot determination from the escape 
valve, we start as if some of the spirits were after us. But in a 
canal boat there is no power, no mystery, no danger ; one cannot 
blow up, one cannot lie drowned, unless by some special effort ; one 
sees dearly all there is in the case— a horse, a rope, and a muddy 
•trip of water— and that is all. 

Did you ever try it, reader? If not, take an imaginary trip with 
us, tost for experiment. “ There’s the boat !" exclaims a passenger 
in the omnibus, as we are rolling down from the Pittsburg Mansion 
House to the canal. “Where?” exclaim a dozen of voices, and 
forthwith a dozen heads go out of the window. “ Why, down there, 
under that bridge; dou’t you see those lights?” “What! that 
little thing ?” exclaims an inexperienced traveller; “dear me I we 
can’t half of ns get into it V* “We! indeed,” says some old hand 
in the business; “I think you'll find it will hold us and a dozen 
more loads like ns.” M Impossible !” say some. “ You’ll see,” say 
the initiated ; and, as soon as you get out, you do see, and hear too, 
what seems like a general breaking loose from the Tower of Babel, 
amid a perfect hail-storm of trunks, boxes, valises, carpet bags, and 
•very deseribabie and indescribable form of what a westerner calls 
* plunder.” 

44 That's my trunk !** barks out a big, roand man. 44 That's my 
bandbox!" screams a heart-stricken old lady, in terror for her 
immaculate Sunday cap*. ** Where’s my little red box? I had 
two carpet bags and a— My trunk had a scarle— Hollo! where 
are you going with that portmanteau ? Husband ! husband ! do 
aee after the large banket and the little hair trunk— O, and the 
baby’s little chair!” “Go below — go below, for mercy’s sake, my 
tar; ID see to tbe baggage.” At last the feminine part of creation, 
ptreeMsg tat, in this particular instance, they gain nothing by 
fMltte speaking, am content to be led quietly under batches; and 
a mus i ng It the look of dismay which each new comer gives to the 
confined quarters that present themselves. These who were so 
ignorant of the power of compression as to •oppose the boat scarce 
large enough to contain them and theirs, find, with dismay, "a 
r espe ct a bl e c ol o ny of old ladies, babies, mothers, big baskets, and 
oatyH hags already established. « Ifitroy on u»t” says one, after 
s u rve ying the tittle room about ten feet long and tbe high, * where 
•it *• all to tag tomightr “Omet what a sight of children P 
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wit* a young lady in a despairing ton*. ** Pooh !" any* an initiated 
traveller ; “ children ! scarce any here ; let’* iw : our ; the woman 
in the corner, two; that child with the bread and butter, three ; 
and then there's that other woman with two. Itrally it's quite 
moderate for a canal boat. However, we can't tell till they. have 
all come." 

"All ! for mercy's sake, you don’t say there are any more 
coming !" exclaim two or three in a breath; “ they c ami come ; 
thrre is not room /" 

Notwithstanding the impressive utterance of this sentence, the 
contrary is immediately demonstrated by the appearance of a very 
corpulent, elder)) lady with three well-grown daughters, who come 
down hooking alxnit them most complacently, entirely regardless of 
the unchristian l<K»ks of the company. What a mercjlit u that fat 
people arc alwnj* good natureil ! 

After this follows an indiscriminate raining down of all shapes, 
sixes, sexes, and ages — men, women, children, babies, and nurses. 
The state of feeling becomes perfectly desperate. Darkness gathers 
on all face*. “ We shall Ik* smothered ! we shall lie crowded to 
death! we can't statf here!" art* heard faintly from owe and another; 
and jet though the boat grow* fi o wider, the walls no higher, they 
do live, and do stay there, in spite of repeated protestation* to the 
contrary. Truly, as Saiu Slick says, “there's a tight of umtr In 
human uaturV’ 

Hut, meanwhile, the children gTow sleepy, and divers interesting 
little duets and trios aryte from one part or another of the cabin. 

Hush. Johnny ! lie a good hoy," say* a pole nursing mamma, to 
a great, bristling, white-headed phenomenon, who it kicking very 
much at large inlier lap. 

“ I won't lie a good hoy. neither," resoond* Johnny, with 
interesting explicitness ; “ 1 want to go to lied, and so-o-o-o !** and 
Johnny makes up a mouth as big as a teacup, and roars with good 
courage, and bis mamma asks him " if be ever saw pa do so," and 
tells him that " be is mamma's dear good little boy, and most not 
make a noise," with various observations of the kind, which are so 
strikingly elBcactous in such cases. Meanwhile, the domestic 
concert in other quarters proceeds with vigour. 44 Mamma, I'm 
tired!" bawls a child. •* Where's the baby’s night gown?" calls a 
none. •* Do take Peter up in your lap, and keep mm •till/' "Pray 
get out wwns biscuits to stop their months." Meanwhile, sundry 
Whies strike hi M oon spin to/' as the music-books have h, and 
execute various flourishes ; the disconsolate mothers sigh, ami lo ok 
as if all was over with them ; and the young ladies appear extremely 
disgusted, and wonder 44 what business women have to be travelling 
round with babies." 

To these broobies succeeds the turning -out scene, when the whole 
caravan is ejected into the gentlemen's cabin, that the beds may he 
made. The red curtains are put down, and in solemn silence alL 
the last mysterious p rep aratio n s begin. At leapt* it ia annoemeed 
that all is ready. Forthwith the whole eompany nmh hash, and 

K 9 
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find the walls embellished by a series of little shelves, about a foot 
wide, each furnished with a mattress and bedding, and hooked to 
the celling by a very suspiciously slender cord. Direful are the 
ruminations and exclamations of inexperienced travellers, parti- 
cularly young ones, as they eye these very equivocal accommodations. 
** What, sleep up there ! I won’t sleep on one of those top shelves, 
/ know. The cords will certainly break.” The chambermaid here 
takes up the conversation, and solemnly assures them that such an 
accident is not to be thought of at all ; that it is a natural impos- 
sibility — a thing that could not happen without an actual miracle ; 
and since it becomes increasingly evident that thirty ladies canhot 
all sleep on the lowest shelf, there is some effort made to exercise 
faith in this doctrine; nevertheless, all look on their neighbours 
with fear aril trembling ; and when the stout lady talks of taking a 
shelf, she is most urgently pressed to change places with her 
alarmed neighbour below. Points of location being after a while 
adjusted, comes the last struggle. Everybody wants to take off a 
bonnet, or look for a shawl, to find a cloak, or get a carpet-bag. and 
all set about it with such zeal that nothing can be done. “ Ma’am, 
you* re on my foot !” says one. 44 Will you please to move, 
ma'am?” says somebody, who is gasping and struggling behind 
you. “Move!” you echo. “Indeed, I should be very glad to, 
but I don’t see much prospect of it.” “Chambermaid!” calls a 
lady, who is struggling among a heap of car|K‘t-bags and children 
at one end of the cabin. " Ma’am !” echoes the poor chambermaid, 
who is wedged fast, in a similar situation, at the other. “ Where’s 
my cloak, chamlk*rmaid ?” “ I’d find it, ma’am, if 1 could move.” 

14 Chambermaid, my basket !” " Chambermaid, my parasol !” 

“Chambermaid, my carpet-hag!” “ Mamma, they push me sol” 
*' Hush, child ; crawl under then* and lie still till 1 can undress 
you.” At last, however, the various distresses are over, the babies 
sink to sleep, and even that much-enduring being the chambermaid, 
seeks out some corner for repose. Tired and drowsy, you are just 
•inking into a dose, when bang ! goes the boat against the sides of a 
lock ; rone* scrape, men run and shout, and up fly the heads of all 
the top snelfites, who are generally the more juvenile and airy pan 
of the company. 

** What's that! what’s that!” flies from mouth to mouth; and 
forthwith they proceed to awaken their respective relations. 44 Mother ! 
Aunt Hannan! do wake np ; what is this awful noise ?” M 0, only a 
lock r “ Pray be •till,’* groan out the sleepy members from below. 

“A took !* exclaim the vivacious creatures, ever on the alen for 
information ; ** and what is a lock, pray T * 

** Don't you know what a lock is, you silly creatures ? Do lie down 
mi go to sleep.” 

* But say, there ain't any dcmgtr in a lock, is there?” respond the 

a aortas. 44 Danger !’* exclaims a deaf old lady, poking up her bead ; 

what’s the matter ? There hain’t nothin' burst, has there P* “ No, 
no, nor exc lai m the provoked and despairing opposition party, who 
fold that there is no such thing as going to sleep ull they hare made 
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the old lady* below and the young ladies above understand exactly 
the philosophy of a lock. After a while t he conversation again sub- 
side* ; again all i» Mill ; you hear only the trampling of boraca and 
the rippling of the rope in the water, and sleep again is stealing over 
you* S ou doze, you dr»*am, and all of a sudden you are started by 
a cry, •• Chamltcrmaid ! wake up the lady that want* to be set ashore.” 
Up jump* chambermaid, and up jump the lady ami two children. and 
forthwith form a committee of inquiry a* to way* and means. 
“Where’s my bonnet?” say* the lady, half awake, and fumbling 
among the various articles of that name •• I thought I hung it un 
behind the door.” “ Can't you find it?** says poor chambermaid, 
yawning and nibbing her eyes. “O, yes, here it is," says the lady ; 
and then the cloak, the shawl, the gloves, the shoes receive each a 
separate discussion. At last all seem* ready, and they begin to 
move off, when, lo! Peter s cap is missing. “Now, where can it 
be?” soliloquizes the lady. “ l pul it right here by the table lea; 
maybe it got into some of the berths. At this suggestion the 
chambermaid takes the candle, and goes round deliberately to every 
berth, poking the light directly in the face of every sleeper. M Here 
it is.” she exclaims, pulling at something black under one pillow. 
“No, indeed, those are uiy shoe*,” says the vexed sleeper. “Maybe 
it’s here,” she resumes, darting upon something dark in another 
berth. “ No, that’s inv bag,” rescinds the occupant. The ebamber- 
maid then proceeds to turn over ail the childreu on the floor, to aee 
if it is not under them. In the course of which proceaa they are 
most agreeably wai«l up and enlivened ; and when every body is 
broad awake, and most uncharitably wishing the cap, and Peter too, 
at the bottom of the canal, the good lady exclaims, “ Well, if thia 
isn’t lucky : here* I had it safe in my loaket all the time !” And she 
departs amid the what shall I say ?— execration* ?— - of the whole 
company, ladies though they be. 

Well, after this follows a hushing op and wiping up among the 
juvenile population, and a series of remark* cotmnencea from the 
various shelves, of a very' edifying and instructive tendency. One 
•ays that the woman did not* seem to know where anything was ; 
another saya that she has waked them all up ; a third adds that she baa 
waked up all the children, too ; and the elderly ladies make moral 
reflections ou the importance of potting your things where you can 
find them— being alwavs ready ; w hich observations, being delivered 
in an exceedingly doleful and drowsy tone, form a ton of aoh-has* to 
the lively chattering of the upper she 1 files, who declare that they 
feel quite wide awake, — that they don’t think they shall go to sleep 
•gain to-night, and discourse over every thing in creation, until 
you heartily wish yon were enough related to them to give them a 
scolding. 

At last, however, voice after voice drops off ; you fid! into a moat 
refreshing slumber ; it seems to too that you sleep about a quarter of 
an hour, when the chambermaid pulls you by the sleeve. “ Will 
you please to get up. ma’am ? We want to make the beds.” Ton 
start and stare. Sure enough, the night is gone* So much fbr 
sleeping on board canal boats. n 
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I ^et us not enumerate the manifold perplexities of the morning 
toilet in a place where every lady realises most forcibly the condition 
of the old woman who lived under a broom : ** All she wanted was 
elbow room/’ l>et us uot tell how one glass is made to answer for 
thirty fair faces, one ewer and vase for thirty lavatiops ; and— tell it 
not in Gath ! — one towel for a company ! Let us not intimate how 
ladies’ shoes have, in a night, clandestinely slid into the gentlemen's 
cabin, and gentlemen's lionta elbowed, or, rather toed their way 
among ladies' gear, nor excite the exclamations after runaway pro- 
perty that are heard. 1 can't find nothin' of Johnny's shoe !” 
•• Hny'» a shoe in the water-pitcher — is this it “ My side coinfo 
are gone!” exclaims a nymph with dishevelled curls. “ Massy ! do 
look at my bonnet !" exclaims an old lady, derating an article 
crushed into as many angles as there are pit*o<»s in a minced pie. 
** 1 never did sleep a r > much together in my life,” echoes a poor little 
French lady, whom despair has driven into talking English. 

But our shortening paper warns us uot to prolong our catalogue 
of distresses beyond reasonable hounds, and therefore we will close 
with advising all our friends, who intend to try this way of travel- 
ling for pleasure, to take a good stock both of patience and clean 
towels with them, for we think that they will find abundant need for 
both. 


t:orsix WILLIAM. 

tv a stately red house, in one of the villages of New England, lived 
the hemiue of our story. She had every advantage of rank and 
wealth, for her father was a deacon of the church, and owned sheep, 
and oxen, and exceeding much substance. There was an appearance 
of respectability and opulence about all the demesnes. Tne house 
stood almost concealed amid a forest of apple trees, in spring 
blushing with blossoms, and in autumn golaen with fruit. And 
near by might be seen the garden, surrounded by a red picket fence, 
enclosing ail sorts of magnificence. There, in autumn, might he 
seen abundant squxvli vines, which seemed puaxlcd for room where 
to bestow themselves ; and liright golden squashes, and full-orbed 
yellow pumpkins, looking as satisfied as the evening sun when he 
baa just had his face washed in a shower, and is sinking soberly to 
bed. There were superannuated seed cucumbers, enjoying the 
pleasures of a contemplative old age ; and Indian corn, nicely done 
up in green silk, with a specimen tassel hanging at the end of each 
ear. The beams of the summer sun darted through rows of crimson 
currants, abounding on bushes by the fence- while a sulky black 
currant bush sat scowling in one corner, a sort of garden curiosity. 

But time would foil os wen? we to enumerate all the wealth of 
Deaeon Israel Taylor. He himself belonged to that necessary class 
of beings who, though remarkable for nothing at all, are very useful 
In filling up the links of society. Far otherwise was his sister-in- 
law, Mia. Abigail Evens, who, on the demise of the deacon's wile, 
had assumed the rotas of government la the household. 
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This lady was of the same opinion that has animated many 
illustrious philosophers, natmh, that the affairs of this world need 
a great deal of seeing t*» in order to have them go on prosperously i 
and although slur diu not, like them, engage in the supervision or 
the uni venus she made amends hy unremitting diligence in the 
department und?r her care, Jo her mind there was an evident 
necessity that every one tdtouhi l« up and doing: Monday, hvauM 
it was washing day ; Tueadav , because it was ironing day ; Wrdnes- 
because it was baking elay ; Thursday, because to-morrow was 
Friday ; and so on U> the end of the week. Then she had the care 
ofNvmhuliiig all in the hou«c of even thing each was to do from 
week's end to week's *-nd; and she *ra# so faithful iu this respect, 
that scarcely an ongii.sl act of volition took place in the family. 
The poor deacon was reminded when he went out and when he came 
in, when he sat duw n, and w hen he row up, so that an act of omlsaiou 
could only have U»en committed through sheer malice prepense. 

Hut the supervision of a whole family of children afforded ton 
lad) of her active turn of mind more abundant matter of exertion. 
To see that their face’s were washed, their clothes mended, and their 
catechism learned ; to see that they did not pick the flowers, no r 
throw stone* at the chickens nor sophisticate the great house dog, 
was an accumulation of care that devolved almost entirely ou Mrs, 
Abigail, so that, by her own account, she livid and throve by a 
perpetual miracle. 

The eldest of her charge, ut the time this story logins, was a girt 

i 'usl arrived at young ladyhood, and h**r name was Mary. Now we 
mow that people very seldom have stones written about them who 
Imre not sylphdike forms, and glorious eyes, or, at least, “a certain 
inexpressible charm diffused o'er their whole person." But stories 
have of late so much alum tided that they actually seem to have used 
up all the eyes, hair, teeth, lips, ai>d forms necessary ft* a heroine, 
so that no one can now pretend to find an original collection where- 
with to set one forth. These things considered, t regard it as 
fortunate tliat my heroine was not a beauty. She looked neither 
like a sy ph, nor an oread, nor a fairy ; she had neither tair 
duiinymt nor Pair mvjmtqur , but bore a great resemblance to a real 
mortal girl, such as vou might pas* a dozen of without any particular 
comment— one of tliose appearances, which, though common if 
water, may, tike that, be coloured any wsy by the associations you 
connect with it. Accordingly, a faultless taste in dress, a perfect 
ease and gaiety of manner, a constant flow of kindly feeling, seemed 
in her caae to produce all the effect of beauty. Her manners bad 
just dignity enough to repel impertinence without destroying the 
careless freedom and spnghtlmets in which she commonly indulged. 
No person had a merrier run of stories, songs, and village traditions, 
and all those odds and ends of character which form the materials 
for animated conversation. She bad read, too, everything she could 
find : KoUiu’s History, and Scott’s Family Bible, that stood in tlm 
glass bookcase in the beet room, and an odd volume of Shakepcaru, 
and now and then ooe of Scott's novels, borrowed from a somewhat 
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literary family in the neighbourhood She alio kept an album to 
write her thought* in, and was in a constant habit of cutting out all 
the pretty poetry from the corners of the newspapers, besides drying 
forget-me-nots and roselwds, in memory of different particular 
friends, with a number of other little sentimental practices to which 
young ladies of sixteen and thereabout are addicted. She was also 
endowed with great constructiveness ; w> that, in these ibfys of 
ladies* fairs, there was nothing from hello ws-needlebooks down to 
web-footed pincushions to which she could not turn her hand. Her 
•awing certainly vas extraordinary, (we think too little is made of 
this in the accomplishments of heroines ;) her stitching was like 
rows of pearls, and her cross-stitching was fairy-like ; and for 
tewing over and over, as the village schoolma’am hath it, she had 
not hyr equal. And what shall we say of her pies and puddings i * 
Thcv would have converted the most reprobate old bachelor in the 
world. And then her sweeping and dusting ! “ Many daughters 

have done virtuously, but thou exccllest them all !'* 

And now, what do you suppose is coming next? Why, a young 
gentleman, of course ; for about this time comes to settle m the 
village, and take charge of the academy, a certain William Barton. 
Now, if you wish to know more particularly who he was, we only- 
wish we could refer you to Mrs. Abigail, who was most accomplished 
in genealogies and old wives’ fables, and she would have told you 
that “ her gran'ther, Ike Rvetts, married a wife who was second 
cousin to Peter Scranton, who was great uncle to Polly Mosely, 
whose daughter Mary married William Barton’s father, just about the 
time old 'Squire Peter’s house was burned down.” And then would 
follow an account of the domestic history- of all branches of the 
family since they came over from Englaod. Be that as it may, it is 
certain that Mrs. Abigail denominated him cousin, and that he came 
to the deacon's to board; and he had not been there more than 
a week, and made sundry observations on Miss Mary, before he 
determined to call her cousin too, which he accomplished in the 
most natural way in the world. 

Mary was at first somewhat afraid of him. because she had heard 
that he had studied through all that was to be studied in Greek, and 
Latin, and German too ; and she saw a library of books in his room, 
that made her sigh every time she looked at them, to think how 
much there was to be learned of which she was ignorant. But all 
this wore awsy, and presently they were the best friends in the 
world. He gave her books to read, and he gave her lessons in 
French, nothing puxxled by that troublesome verb which must be first 
conjugated, whether in French, Latin, or English. Then he gave 
her a deal of good advice about the cultivation of her mind and the 
formation of her character, all of which was very improving, and 
tended great Iv to consolidate their friendship. But, unfortunately 
for Mary, William made quite as favourable an impression on ih* 
female community generally ss he did on her, having distinguished 
himself on certain public occasions, such as delivering lectures on 
botany* and also, at the earnest request of the Fourth of July Com- 
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mittee, pronounced an oration which covered him with glory. He 
had l**en known, also, to write }x>etn, aud had a reiirrd and 
romantic air greatly bewitching to those who read Bulwer’s novels. 
In short, it was morally certain, according to all rules of evidence, 
that if he had chosen to pay any lady of the village a doxen visit* a 
weej^ahe would have considered it as her duty to entertain him. 

^^^iain did visit; for, like many studious people, he found a need 
for the excitement of society ; hut, whether it was party or singing 
school, he walked home with Mary, of course, in as steady and 
domestic a manner as any man who has been married a twelvemonth, 
ifis air in conversing with her was inevitably more confidential than 
with any other one. and this was cause for envy in many a gentle 
breast, and an interesting diversity of reports with regard to her 
manner of treating the young gentleman went forth into the 
village. 

“ I wonder Mary* Taylor will laugh ami joke so much with 
William Barton in company ," said one. ** ller manuers arc altogether 
too free/' said another. “It is evideut she has designs upou nim," 
remarked a third. 44 And she cannot even conceal it," pursued a 
fourth. 

Some sayings of this kind at length reached the cars of Mr*. 
Abigail, who had the best heart in the world, and was mt indignant 
that it might have done your heart p**d to see her. Still she thought 
it showed that “ the girl needed aavuiny and “ she should talk to 
Mary* about the matter." 

But she first concluded to advise with William on the subject ; 
and, therefore, after dinner the same day, while he was looking over 
a treatise on trigonometry or conic sections, she commenced upon 
him * 

“ (>ur Mary is growing up a fine girl." 

William was intent on solving a problem, and only understanding 
that something had been said, mechanically answered, " Yea." 

44 A little wild or so," said Mrs. Abigail. 

“ I know it," said William, fixing his eye* earnestly on K, P, 

B, C. 

44 Perhaps you think her a little too talkative and free with you 
sometimes; you know girls do not always think what they do." 

44 Certainly," said William, going on with his problem. 

44 1 think you had better speak to her about it," said Mrs. 
Abigail. 

44 1 think so too," said William, musing over his completed work, 
till at length be arose, put it in his pocket, and went to school. 

O, this unlucky concent rati venes* ! How many shocking thing** 
man may indorse by the simple habit of saying 44 Yes" and 44 No," 
when he is not hearing what is said to him. 

The next morning, when William was gone to the academy, and 
Mary was washing the breakfast things. Aunt Abigail introduced the 
subject with great tact and delicacy by remarking,—* 

44 Mary. I gueas yon bad better be rather less free with WUiia» 
than yon have been." 
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44 Free!** mid Mary, starting, and nearly dropping* the cup from 
her hand ; 44 why, aunt, wbat do you mean ?” 

44 Why, Mary, you mutt not always be around, to free in talking 
with him, at home, and in company, ami everywhere. It won't do.” 
The colour started into Mar) '* cheek, and mounted even to her fore- 
head, as the answered with a dignified air, — 

44 1 have not been too free; I kuow what it right and profA; I 
have not been doing anything that was improper.’' 

Now, when one it going to give advice, it it very troublesome to 
have its necessity thus called in Question ; and Mrs. Abigail, who was 
fond of her own opinion, felt called upon to defend it, * 

“Why, yea you have, Mary; everybody in the village notices 
it” 

44 I don't care what everybody in the village says. I shall always 
do what I think proper,” retorted the young lady ; I know Cousin 
William does not think to.” 

“Well, / thiuk he doe*, from some things I have heard him say.” 

44 0 aunt ! what have you heard him say ?” said Mary, nearly up- 
setting a chair in the eagerness with which she turned to her aunt. 

44 Mercy on us! you need not knock the house down, Mary. I 
don't remember exactly about it, only that his way of speaking made 
me think so.” 

44 O aunt! do tell me what it was, and all about it,” said Mary, 
following her aunt, who went around dusting the furniture. 

Mrs. Abigail, like most obstinate jn-ople, who feel that they have 
gone too far, and yet are ashamed to go back, took refuge in an ob- 
stinate generalisation, and only asserted that she had heard him say 
things, as if he did not quite like her ways. 

Tnis is the most consoling of all methods in which to leave a 
matter of this kind for a person of active imagination. Of course*, in 
five minutes, Mary bad settled in her mind a list of remarks that 
would have been suited to any of her village companions, as coming 
from her cousin. All the improbability of the thing vanished in the 
absorbing consideration of its possibility ; and. after a moment’s re- 
flection, she p r ess e d her lips together in a very firm way, and 
remarked that ** Mr. Barton would have no occasion to say such things 
ag» in.” 

It was wry evident, from her heightened colour and dignified air, 
that her state of mind was very heroical. As for poor Aunt Abigail, 
foe felt sorry she had vexed her, and addressed herself most earnestly 
to her consolation, remarking, “ Mary, 1 don’t suppose William 
meant anything. He knows you don’t mean anything wrong.” 

*• Don’t seas anything wrong!” said Msry, indignantly. 

44 Why, child, he thinks you don’t know much about folks and 
things, and if you have been a littl e - — ” 

44 But I have not been. It was he that talked with me first. It 
was he that did everything first. He called me cousin — and he is 
my cousin.” 

44 No* child, you are mistaken ; for you remember his grandfather 
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“ 1 don't care who hit grandfather waa : he hat no right to think 

of uk* a* he doe*.” 

'* Now. Marv, don’t go to quarrelling with him ; he can’t help hit 
thought*, you know.” 

•‘f don't cart what he thinks,” *aid Mary, flinging out of the 
room with tear* iu her eye*. 

No#* when a young lady is in «ueh a state of affliction, the first 
thing t<» lx done is to *it down and cry for two hour* or man*, which 
Mary accomplished in the most thorough manner ; in the mean while 
making many reflections on the instability of human friendships, 
anfl reaoUing never to trust any one again as long as she lived* aim 
thinking that this was a cold and hollow-hearted world, together 
with many other thing* the had read in books hut never realised so 
forcibly as at present. Hut what was to be done? Of course she 
did not wish t<» speak a word to William again. and wished he did 
not lnurd there; and finally she put on her bonnet, and determined 
to go over to her other aunt * in the neighbourhood, and spend the 
day. so that she might not see him at dinner. 

Hut it so happened that Mr. William, on coming home at noon, 
found hiin*elf unaccountably lonesome during school recess for 
dinner, and hearing where Mary was, determined to call after 
school at night at her aunt’s, and attend her home. 

Accordingly, in the afternoon, as Mary was sitting in the parlour 
with two or three cousin*. Mr. William entered. 

Mary was *<> anxious to look just as if nothing was the matter, 
that she turned away her head, and liegau to look out of the window 
just as the * oung gentleman came op to speak to her, So, after he had 
twice inquired after her health, she drew up very coolly, and said, — 

** Did you sprak to me, *ir V 

William looked a little surprised at first, hut seating Jtimaelf by 
her, *• To lx- sure,’’ said he; “and f came to know why you fttt 
away without leaving any message for me f" 

“ It did not occur to me,” said Mary, in the dry tone which, in a 
lady, means. “ I will excuse you fro in any further conversation, if 
you please." William felt as* if there vn something different from 
common in all this but thought that perhaps he waa mistaken, aad 
so continued : — 

“ What a pity, now, that you should be so caroleaa of me, when I 
was so thoughtful of you * I have come all this disunoe to see how 
you do.” 

4 * I am sorry to hare given you the trouble," said Mary. 

“Cousin, are you unwell to-day ?” said William. 

** No. sir," said Mary , going on with her sewing. 

Then.* was something so marked and decisive in ill this, that 
William could scarcely believe his ears. 11c turned away, and com- 
menced a conversation with a young lady ; and Mary, to show that 
she could talk if she chose, commenced relating a story to her 
cousins, sod presently they were all in a load laugh. 

" Mary has been full of her knick-knacks to-day,” said bar eld 
uncle, joining them. 
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Wil}iam looked at her : she never seemed brighter or in better 
spirits, and he began to think that even cousin Man might puzzle a 
man sometimes. 

He turned away, and began a conversation with old Mr. Zachary 
Coan on the raising of buckwheat — a subject which evidently 
required profound thought, for he never looked more grave, not to 
aay melancholy. 

Mary glanced that way, and was 6 truck w ith the sad and almost 
severe expression with which he was listening to the details of Mr. 
Zachary, and was convinced that he was no more thinking of buq|k- 
wheat than she was. 

44 1 never thought of hurting his feelings so much,” said she, re- 
lenting; “after all, he has been very kind to me. But he might 
have told me about it, and not somebody else." And hereupon she 
east another glance towards him. 

William was not talking, hut sat with his eyes fixed on the snuffer- 
tray, with an intense gravity of gaze that quite troubled her, and 
she could not help again blaming herself. 

44 To be sure ! Aunt was right ; he could not help his thoughts. 
I will try to forget it.” thought she. 

Now, you must not think Mary was sitting still and gazing during 
this soliloquy. No, she was talking and laughing, apparently the 
most unconcerned spectator in the room. So passed the evening 
till the little company broke up. 

* 4 1 am ready to attend you home,” said William, in a tone of cold 
and almost haughty deference. 

44 1 am obliged to you,” said *he young lady, in a similar tone, 
44 but I shall stay all night;” then, suddenly changing her tone, she 
Mid, 44 No, I cannot keep it up any longer. I will go home with 
you, Cousin William.” 

44 Keep up what?” said William, with surprise. 

Mary was (jonc for her bonnet. She came out, took his ann, and 
walked on n little way. 

“You have advised me always to be frank, cousin,” said Mary, 
“and 1 must and will be: so 1 shall tell you all, though I dare say 
it U not according to role.” 

44 All what r said William. 

44 Cousin,” said she, not nt all regarding what he mid, 44 1 was 
very much vexed this afternoon.” 

44 So I perceived, Mary.” 

“Well, it is vexatious,” she continued, 44 though, after all, we 
cannot expect people to think ns perfect ; but I did not think it 
quite fair in you not to tell aw." 

44 Tell you what, Mary r 

Here they came to a place where the road turned through a 
•mall patch of woods. It was green and shady, and enlivened by a 
lively chatterbox of a brook. There was a mossy trunk of a tree 
that had fallen beside it. and made a pretty seat. The moonlight 
lay in little patches epon it, as it streamed down through the 
branches of the trees. It was a fhiry -looking place, and Mary 
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stopped and sat down, m if to collect her thoughts. After picking 
up a stick, ao<l playing a moment in the water, she began : — 

** After alt, cousin, it was very natural in you to say so, if yon 
thought so ; though l should not have supposed you would think 

so.’* 

“ Well, ! should lx? glad if I could know what it is,” said William, 
in a tone of patient resignation. 

*• O, I forgot that I had not told yon,” said she, pushing back her 
hat, and speaking like one determined to go through with the thing, 
“ Why, cousin, I have been told that you spoke of my manners to* 
wards yourself as being freer— more— obtrusive than they should 
tie. And now," said she, her eyes flashing, “ you see it was not a 
very easy thing to tell you, hut 1 began with being frank, and l 
will be so, for the sake of satisfying ssys tlf'* 

To this William simply replied, M Who told you this, Mary?” 

4 ‘ My aunt.” 

“ Jhd she sav I said it to her ?” 

“ Yes ; and 1 do not so much object to yonr saying it aa to your 
thinkituj it, for you know I did not force myself on your notice; It 
was you who sought ray acquaintance and won my confidence; and 
that jou, above all others, should think of me in this way !” 

'• 1 never did think so, Mary," said William, quietly. 

44 Nor ever taid so?” 

44 Never. 1 should think you might have known it, Mary.” 

44 Hut " said Mary. 

44 Hut," said William, firmly, 44 Aunt Abigail is certainly mis* 
taken." 

* ** Well, 1 am glad of it,” said Mary, looking relieved* and gaxing 
in the brook. .Then looking up with warmth, 44 and, cousin, you 
never must think so. 1 am ardent, and 1 express myself freely ; 
but 1 never meant, I am sure 1 never do*U mean, anything mere 
than a sister might say.” 

44 And are you sure you never could, if all my happiness depended 
on it, Mary ? * 

She turned and looked up in his face, and taw a look that brought 
conviction. Sbe rose to go on, and her hand was taken and drawn 
into the arm of her cousin, and that was the end of the first and the 
last difficulty that ever arose between them. 


THE MINISTRATION OP OCR DEPARTED FRIENDS, 

a xtw tiar*s urmx, 

* It is a beautiful belief, 

That ever round our bend 
Are hovering on vlewWws wrings 
The spirits of the dead.” 

Wmt every year k taking one and another from the ranks of Mb 
and usefulnm, or the* charmed circle of {headship gad love, U Is 
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soothing to remember that the spiritual world is gaining in riches 
through the poverty of this. 

In early life, with our friends all around us, -hearing their voices, 
cheered by their smiles, — death and the spiritual world are to us 
remote, misty, and half-fabulous; but as we advance in our journey, 
and voice after voice is hushed, and form after form vanishes from 
our side, and our shadow falls almost solitary on the hillside of life, 
the soul, by a necessity of its l»eing, tends to the unseen and 
spiritual, and pursues in another life those it seeks in vain in this. 

For, with every friend that dies, dies also some especial form of 
social enjoyment, whose being depended on the peculiar character of 
that friend ; till, late in the afternoon of life, the pilgrim seems to 
himself to have passed over to the unseen world in successive portions 
half his own spirit; and poor indeed is he who has not familiarised 
himself with that unkuown bourne, whither, despite himself, his 
soul is earnestly tending. 

One of the deepest and most imperative cravings of the hum 
heart, as it follows its beloved ones beyond the veil, is for some 
assurance that they still love and care for us. Could we firmly 
believe this, bereavement would lose half its bitterness. As a 
German writer beautifully expresses it , 44 Our friend is not wholly 
gone from u* ; we see across the river of death, in the blue distance, 
the smoke of his cottage hence the heart, always creating what it 
desires, has ever made the guardianship and ministration of departed 
spirits a favourite theme of poetic fiction. 

But is it, then, fiction ? Does revelation, which gives so many 
hopes which nature had not, give none here? Is there no sober 
certainty to correspond to the inborn and passionate craving of the 
soul? Do departed spirits in verity retain any knowledge of what 
transpires in this world, and take any part in its scenes? All that 
revelation says of a spiritual state is more intimation than assertion ; 
it has no distinct treatise, and teaches nothing apparently of set pur- 
pose ; but gives vague, glorious images, while now and then some 
accidental ray of intelligence Looks out,— 

«< Uks tyt* of cherubs shining 

From out the veil that hid the ark.*' 

Hut out of all the different hints and assertions of the Bible, we 
think a better inferential argument might be constructed to prm e 
the ministration of departed spirits than for many a doctrine which 
him passed in its day for the height of orthodoxy. 

Fund, then, the Bible distinctly says that there is a clan of invisible 
spirits who minister to the children of men : " Are thev not all 
ministering spirits, sent forth to minister to those who shalf be heirs 
of salvation ? ' It ia said of little children, that * their angels do 
always behold the the* of our Father which is in heaven.’ This 
lid pssssge, from the words of our Sat lour, taken in connection with 
the watt-known tradition of hit daw, folly recognise* the idea of 
hidfo i l g uttrdi n d spirits: for God's g a ts foment ovsr mind h it 
••am* iMagfosot, mm m intatsne dials Sfeodas, and thass not 
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chosen at random, but with the nicest reference to their adaptation 
to the purpose intended. Not even the All -seeing, All-knowing Om 
was deemed perfectly adapted to become a human Saviour without a 
human experience. Knowledge intuitive, gained from above, of 
human wants and woes was not euough— to it must be added the 
home-born certainty of consciousness and memory ; the Head of all 
mediation must become human. Is it likely, then, that, in selecting 
subordinate agencies, this so necensaiy' a requisite of a human life 
and experience is overlooked ? While around the throne of Clod 
stand spirits, now sainted and glorified, yet thrillingly conscious of a 
past experience of sin and sorrow, and trembling in sympathy with 
temptations and struggles like their owu, is it likely that he would 
pass by these souls, rhus burning for the work, and commit it to 
those bright abstract beings whose knowledge and experience are 
comparatively so distant and so cold ? 

It is strongly in confirmation of this idea that in the transfigura- 
tion scene - which seems to have been intended purposely to give 
the disciples a glimpse of the glorified state of their Master — we find 
him attended by two spirits of earth, Moses and Elias, “which 
appeared with him in glory, and spake of his death which he should 
accomplish at Jerusalem.’ It appears that theac so long departed 
ones were still mingling in deep sympathy with the tide of human 
affairs, — not only aware of the preaent, but also informed as to the 
future. In coincidence with this idea are ail those passages which 
sneak of the redeemed of earth as Iwing closely and indisaolobty 
identified with Christ, members of his body, of his flesh, and his 
bone*. It is not to be supposed that those united to Jesua above all 
others by so vivid a sympathy and community of interests, are left 
out as instruments in that great work of human regeneration which 
so engrosses him ; and wlwn we hear Christians spoken of aa kings 
and priests unto God, as those who shall judge angels, we see it 
snore than intimated that they are to be the partner* and aetora 
in that great work of spiritual regeneration of which Jeans la the 
head. 

W hat then ? May we look among the band of ministering spirits 
for our own departed one* ? W hom would God be more likely to 
send us ? Have we in heaven a friend who knew us to the heart's 
core? a friend to whom we have unfolded our aoui In its moat secret 
recesses? to whom we have con fes s e d our weaknesses and dep lored 
our griefe? If we are to have a ministering spirit, who natter 
adapted? Have we not memories which co r r espo n d to .sneh a 
belief? When our seal has hsra cast down, has n ev e r an teetelhls 
votes whispered, “ There It lifting op?** Hare not gates sad 
brerses of tweet and healing thought been wafted ever us, as If an 
angel had shaken few to his wiagi the odours of paradise? Many a 
one, we are confident, can r e m e mb er such things- and whence same 
they ? Why do the children of the pious mother, whose grave has 
grown green and smooth with years, seem often to walk through 
perils and dangers fearful and teaanmmt at the Cfuadag Msfcaauaars 
fiery gulf on the edge of a drawn avoid, yet walk tahavtf 111 
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could we we thnt attendant form, that face, where the angel conceals 
not the mother, our question would he answered. 

it may he possible that a friend is sometimes taken because the 
Divine One sees that hi< ministry can act more powerfully from 
the unseen world than amid tin* infirmities of mortal intercourse. 
Here the soul, distracted and hemmed in by human events and by 
Ixidily infirmities, often scarce knows itself, and makes no impression 
on others correspondent to its desires. 'The mother would fain 
electrify the heart of her child ; she yearns and burns in vain 
to make her soul effective on its soul, and 1o inspire it with a spiri- 
tual and ludy life; hut all her own weaknesses, faults and mortal 
cares cramp and confine her, till death breaks all fetters; and then, 
first truly alive, risen, purified, and at rest, she may do calmly, 
sweetly and certainly, what, amid the tempests and tossings of life, 
she laboured for painfully and fitfully. So, also, to generous souls, 
who bum for the good of man, who deplore the shortness of life, 
nuil the little that is )H*rmitted to any individual agency on earth, 
d«>es tins belief open a heavenly field. Think not, father or brother, 
long labonruur for man, till thy sun stands on the western mountains, 
— think not that thy day in this world is over. Perhaps, like Jesus, 
thou hast lived a human life and gained a human experience, to be- 
come, uud» r, and like him, a saviour of thousands ; thou hast b«*en 
through the preparation, but thy real work of good, thy full power 
of doing, is set to Ugin. 

Hut again; there are some spirits (and those of earth's choicest) 
to whom, so far as enjoymen* to themselves or others is concerned, 
this life seems to ha\e been a total failure. A hard hand from the 
first, and all the waj through life, seems to have been laid upon 
them; they seem to live only to b- chastened and crushed, and we 
lay them in the grave at last in mournful silence. To such, what a 
visum is openud by this Udief! This hard discipline has l»een the 
school and task-work by which their soul has been fitted for their 
invisible labours in a future life; and when they pajss the gates of the 
grave, their course of l>enevolent acting first begins, and they find 
themselves delighted possessor* of w hat through many years they 
have sighed for— the power of doing good. The year just past, like 
all other years, has taken from a thousand circles the sainted, the 
iust, and the beloved ; there are spots in a thousand graveyards w hich 
have become this year dearer than all the living world; but in the 
loneliness of sorrow how cheering to think that our lost ones are not 
wholly gone from us! They still may move about iu our homes, 
shedding around an atmosphere of purity and peace, promptings of 
good, and reproofs of evil. We are compassed about by a cloud of 
witnesses, whose hearts throb in sympathy with every effort and 
struggle, and who thrill with joy at every- success. How should 
this thought check ami rebuke every worldly feeling and unworthy 
purpose, and enshrine us in the midst of a forgetful and unspiritual 
world, with an atmosphere of heavenly peace! They have over- 
come— have risen — are crowned, glorified ; but still they remain to 
us, oar assistants, our comforter*, and in every- hour of darkness their 
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' ‘ice speak* to os : “So»c grieved, so wo struggled, to we hinlfd, 

we a mi bled ; but we have overcome, we have obtained, we bare 
seen, wo have found— and in oar victory behold the certainty of 

thy own,” 

MRS. A. AXD MRS. K ; 
on what she thinks Auot r it. 

Man. A. and Mr*. IJ. we next-door neighbours and intimate 
friend* -that is to say, they took tea with each other wy often* 
and. in confidential strains, discoursed of stockings and packet-hand* 
kerchief*, of poddinja and carpets, of cookery and domestic economy 
through all it# branched, 

“ I think, on the whole/* mid Mr». A., with an air of profound 
refiertion, “ (hat gingerbread it the cheapen and hvalthkat oakf 
oim> can make. 1 make a good dead of it, and let my children hate 
a* much as they want of it.” 4 

** 1 used to do »o,” said Mr*. B., “ but 1 haven’t bad any mad# 
these two mouths.” 

41 Ah ’ W by not ?” said Mrs. A. 

Why, it is soma trouble ; and than, though it is cheap, it is 
cheaper not to have any ; and, on the whole, tin* children are quite 
as w. 11 contented without it, and so wo are fallen into tlie way of 
not having any.” 

44 But one must keep some kind of cake in the house,” said 

Mrs. A. 

44 So ! hast* always heard, and thought, and practised/Vmtd Mrs* 
B. : 44 but really pf late 1 b»v« questioned the need of it.” 

The conversation gradually digrcawd from this point into various 
intricate speculations on domestic economy, and ayriant each lady 
went home to pot her children to bed. 

A fortnight after, the two Ladies were again in conclave at Mrs, 
B.‘s tea-table, which was graded by some unusually nice ginger* 
bread. 

44 1 thought yon had given up making giugerbrqpd/’ said Mn. A*} 
44 you told me so a fortnight ago at my house.” 

44 So I had,** mid Mrs. A. ; 41 but since that eon venation f have 
been making it again/* 

44 Why so f ” 

“ O, I thought that since yon thought it economical m e u gh, 
certainly I might ; and that if you thought H nece ssa r y to kaap 
some sort «f cake in the closet, perhaps H was best I should/* ^ 

Mrs. A. laughed. 

44 Well, now,” mid the, ~I km* not made any gin gerbre a d, m 
cake of any kind, since that sameaonvem^osu” 

44 Indeed ♦” 

” No. 1 said to myself. If Mr* B. thinks it will do to go without 
cake in the house, t suppose I might* a* she say* k risen** additional 
expense sad trouble; and so l gave » up, 4 * 

& 
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Both ladies laughed, and you laugh, too, my dear lady reader*; 
hut have you never dene the same thing ? Have you never altered 
your dress, or your arrangements, or your housekeeping because 
somebody else was of a different way of thinking or managing — 
and may not that very somebody at the same time have been moved 
to make some change through a similar observation on you ? 

A large party is to be given by the young lads of N. to the young 
lasses of the same place ; they are to drive out together to a picnic 
in the woods, and to come home by moonlight ; the weather is 
damp and uncertain, the ground chUl, sQd young people, as in all 
ages before the Flood and since, not famous for the grace v»f 
prudence $ for all which reasons, almost every mamma hesitates 
Shoot her daughter's going— thinks it a very great pity the thing has 
been started. 

“I really don't like this thing,” says Mrs. G. ; “it*s not a kind of 
thing that 1 approve of, and if Mrs. X. was not going to let her 
daughters go, 1 should set myself agaiust it How Mrs. X., who is so 
very nice in her notions, can sanction such a thing, 1 cannot see. 1 
am really surprised at Mrs. X.” 

All this time poor unconscious Mrs. X. is in a similar tribulation. 

M This is a very disagreeable affair to me,” she says. “I really 
have almost a mind to say that my girls shall not p> ; but Mrs. O/a 
daughters are going, and Mrs. C.'s and Mrs. W.’s, and of coarse 
it would be idle for me to oppose it. I should not like to cast any 
reflections on a course sanctioned by ladies of such prudence and 
discretion." 


In the same manner Mrs. A.. B M and C., and the good matrons 
through the alphabet generally, with doleful lamentations, each one 
eoments to the thing that she allows not, and the affair proceeds 
swimmingly, to the great satisfaction of the juveniles. 

Now and tlm n, it is true, some individual wit of body, who might 
he designated ny the angular and decided letters K or L., says to her 
eon or daughter, 41 No. 1 don't approve of the thing,” and is deaf to 
the ofburged, 44 Mrs. A., B., and C. do so." 

M I have nothing to do with Mrs. B», and C.'s arrangements," 
uatys this Impracticable Mrs. K. or L. 44 1 only know what is best for 
my children, and they shall notgo.” 

Apia; Mrs. O, Is going to give a party; and, now, shall she 
give wine, or not f Mrs. G. has heard an abundance of temperance 
speeches and appeals, heani the duties of ladies in the matter of 
mnot i oniwf temperance movements aptly set forth, but, “none of 
ibeet things move her half so much at another consideration.” She 
htt heurdthat Mrs. D. introduced wine into her last mu*. Mrs. 
D.*t husband hue been a lending orator of the t e mperan ce society, 
and Mrs. D. Unhlem n leedUtgjuember in the circles of Muon. 
Now, Mrs. G.'s soul is In great perplexity. If she only could be 
mure that the report about Mrs. D. is authentic, why, then, of course 
fh# tins* is settled $ tugvat It as Aaeh as she may, ahe cannot get 
thfougrber part* lint the wine ; and «e at last tom tf 
and tat wise, lbs, IX, who was incorrectly elated to have 
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*rtide At her last tain*, hsx it At her next one, And quote* dh* 
cm«t Mr*. G, a* her precedent. Mr*. P. t« greatly scandalised it 
this, because •Mr* Ci. 1 * a member of the church* and Mr. II, a 
leading temperance orator: b«t wore fAey i riH do dr, it it not fer 
her to l*e nice, and to «he follow* the fashion. 

Mri». X. cornea home from church on Sunday, rolling up her eye* 
with varioua appearance* of horror and surprise. 

M Wei! ! I am going to give up trying to restrain my girl* boa 
d rearing extravagantly • it is of no use try ing ! — no* use in the 
world." % 

••♦Why, mother, what's the matter?" exclaimed the girla afore* 
said, delighted to hear t*»eh encouraging declaration*. 

•‘ Why, didn’t you see At***. K/a daughter* flitting in the pew be- 
fore ti* with/rvfAera in tbetr bonnets? If Mra. K. ia coming out in 
thi* way, / shall give up. I shan’t try any longer. 1 am going to 
get just what l want, and dreiw a* much a* I’ve a mind to. Girls, 
you may get those visile* that you were looking at at Mr. H.s store 
last week.*' 

The next Sunday Mr*. K.'s girl* in turn begin:—' 

••There, mamma, you are always lecturing u* ftlxnit economy, 
and all that, and wanting u* to wear our old mantilla* another win- 
ter, and there arc Mr*. >.'* girls shumig out in new vidua." 

Mamma looked sensible and judicious, and tells the girl* they 
ought not to are what people are wearing in church on Sundays ; 
but it ln-isomes evident, before the week i* through, that she has not 
forgotten th»* ol*M*rvati«n. She is anxiously pricing visiles, and 
looking thoughtful, a* one on the eve of an important determina- 
tion ; and the next Sunday the girl* appear in full spieod/wtr, with 
new visile*, to the increasing horror of Mr*. X. 

So goes the shuttlecock hack and forward, kept up pti both sides 
by moat judicious hands. 

‘ In like manner, at a modern party, a circle of matrons sit hi 
edifying conclave, and lament the degeoemry of the age. 

'• These parties that begin at nine o dock and end at two or threw 
in the morning, art* shameful thing*," *ay* fat Mra. complacently 
Canning herself. (N.ll. Mr*. Q. U plotting to have one the vefjr 
next week, and has come just to *ec the fashions.) 

“ O, dreadful, dreadful !*' exclaim, in one choru*, meek Mra. M. # 
and tall Mra. F., and stiff Mra. J. 

M They are very unhealthy,” say* Mr*. F. 

** They disturb all fiumiy order/* say* Mrs. J. 

" They make one an sleepy the next day,” says Mrs, M. 

** They are very laborious to get up, and entirely unetem," says 
Mrs. Q.: at the same time counting across the room the people that 
she shall invite next week. 

Mrs. M. and Mra. F. diverge into a most edifying strain of moral 
reflection* on the improvement of time, the necessilv of sobriety 
and moderat io n, the evils of conformity to the ♦orid, tin oat l» 
tempted to fed that the tract so cie t y ought to hat# their 
tor general c irratst h y , areas aim not damped by the curtain katth 

L f 
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Jedge that before the winter it out each of these ladies will give 
exactly such another party. 

And, now, are all the*? respectable ladies hypocritical or insin- 
cere? By no means— they believe every word they say : but a sort 
of necessity is laid npon them— a spell ; and before the breath of the 
multitude their individual resolution melts away as the frosty tracery 
melts from the window panes of a crowded room. 

A great many do this habitually, resignedly, as a matter of course. 
Ask them what they think to be right and proper, and they will 
tett yon sensibly, coherently, and quite to the point in one direc- 
tion ; ask them whst they are going to do. Ah ! that is quite an- 
other matter. 

They are going to do what is generally done— what Mrs. A., B., 
and C. do. They have long since made over their conscience to the 
keeping of the public— that is to say, of good society — and are thus 
rid of a troublesome burden of responsibility. 

Again, there are others who mean in general to have an opinion 
and will of their own ; but imperceptibly, as one and another take a 
course opposed to their own sense of right and propriety their reso- 
lution quietly melts, and melts, till every individual outline of it is 
gone, and they do as others do. 

Yet is this influence of one human being over another — in some 
sense, God- appointed— a necessary result of the human constitution. 
There Is scarcely a human being that is not varied and swerved by 
It, as the trembling needle is swerved by the approaching magnet. 
Oppose, conflict with it, as ouc may at a distance, yet when it breathes 
on tis through the breath, and shines on us through the eVe of an 
associate, it possesses an invisible magnetic power. He who is not 
at all conscious of such impressibility can scarce be amiable or 
human. Nevertheless, one of the most important habits for the 
acquisition bf a generous and noble character is to leqrn to act iW»- 
vidmdljft unswerved by the feelings and opinions of others. It may 
help us to do this, to reflect that the very person whose opinion we 
fear may be in equal dread of ours, and that the person to whom 
we are looking for a precedent may, at that very time, be looking 
to us. 

la short, Mm. A„ if you think that you could mud your money 
More like a Christian thau in laying it out on a fashionable party, 
go forward and do it, and twenty others, whose supposed opinion 
- will be glad of your example for a precedent And, Mrs. 

ak it would be better for your children to observe 


i do think 

, and form simple habits, than to dress 


you u 

ft, if you* 

early hours, , 

give and goto juvenile balls, cam out your opinion in practice, and 
many an anxious mother, who is or the same opinion, will quote your 
example as her shield and defence. 

And for you. young ladies, ki us pray you to reflect— **</*W- 
dm Mg «f dimmer, maintained with womanly sweetness, is an 
Irresistible grace and ador nm ent Have tome principles of taste for 
yooivat^ and do not adopt tmy fbshtea of diem &at is in vogue, 
whether it suits youor not; whether it is becoming «raot;«* 
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without a startling variation front general form, Vet ycmr dross show 
something of your own taste and opinion*. Have some principle of 
right and wrong for yourself, and do not do everything that every 
one else does, because every one else does it. 

Nothing is more tedious than a circle of young ladies who bar# 
got by rote a certain set of phrases and opinions— -all admiring in 
the same terms the same things, and detesting in like terms certain 
others— with anxious solicitude each dressing, thinking, and acting 
one as much like another as is possible. A genuine original opinion, 
cycn though were it so heretical as to sssert that Jenny Lind is a little 
lower than the angels, or that Shakespere U rather dull reading, 
would be better than%uch a universal Dead Sea of acqakacenie. 

Those remarks have borne reference to the female sex principally, 
because they are the dependent, the acquiescent sex ; from nature, 
and habit, and position most exposed to be swayed by opinion, ami 
yet, too, in a certain very wide department they are the lawgivers 
and custom-makers of society, if, amid the multiplied schools, 
whose advertisements now throng our papers, purporting to teach 
girls everything, both ancient and modem, high and low, from 
play ing on the h#p and working pin-cushions, up to civil engineer- 
ing, surveying, and navigation, there were any which could teach 
them to be women— to have thoughts, opinions, and modes of action 
of their own— such a school would l nr worth having. If one-half of 
the good purposes which are in the hearts of the ladies of our nation 
were only acted out without fear of any body's opinion, we should 
certainly be a step nearer the millennium. 


KAKTFTLY CAKE A HEAVENLY PJS£IPL1NE. 

“ Why should these cares my heart divide, 

If Thou, indeed, hast set me free ? 

Whv am I thus, if Thou hast died- 
If Thou hast died to ransom me?” 

Nothing is more frequently felt and spoken of, as a hindrance to 
the inward life of devotion, than the M cares of life ; w and even qypy 
the showing of oar Lord himself, the cares of the world are the 
fWsi that choke the word, and it becometb unfrottfbL. 

And yet, if this is a nece s sary and inevitable malt of worldly 
care, why does the providence of God so order things dial If M 
so large and unavoidable a part of every hnman experience ? Why 
is the physical system of maa arranged with inch dally, ei 
recurring wants? Why does Ms salary, in its IW1 development, 
tend to that stale of society la whack wants asldptr. and tha 
bosidhs of (apply btcoaaes am cos splkat sd , and flawing con- 
stantly more thoaght and attention, and bringing dm outward and 
•sea into a state of constant friction and prewrawe on the te* and 
fpiritnsl ? 

Has God arranged an outward system to he a constant 


diversion 
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from the inward— a weight on its wheels— a harden on its wings— 
and then commanded a strict and rigid inwardness and spirituality ? 
Why placed us where the things that are seen and temporal must 
unavoidably have so much of oar thoughts, and time, and care, 
yet laid to us, “ Set your affections on things above, and not on 
things on the earth. Love not the world, neither the things 
of the world?” And why does one of our brighest examples 
of Christian experience, as it should be, say, “ While we look not 
on the things which are seen, but on the things which are not seen ; 
for the things which are seen are temporal, bnt the things that arc 
not seen are eternal ?” 

The Bible tells us that our whole existeucedhere is a disciplinary 
one ; that this whole physical system, by which our spirit is enclosed 
with all the joys ana sorrows, hopes and fears, and wants which 
fbrm apart of it, are designed as an education to fit the soul for its 
Immortality ; and as worldly care forms the greater part of the 
staple of every human life, there must be some mode of viewing and 
meeting it, which converts it from an enemy of spirituality mto a 
means of grace and spiritual advancement. 

Why, then, do we so often hear the lamentation, •* It seems to 
me as if 1 could advance to the higher stages of Christian life, if it 
were not for the 'pressure of my business and the multitude of my 
worldly cares ?” Is it not Trod, 0 Christian, who, in ordering thy 
lot, has laid these cores upon thee, and who still holds them about 
thee, and permits no escape from them ? And as His great, un- 
divided object is thy spiritual improvement, is there not some 
misapprehension or wrong use of these cares, if they do not tend to 
advance it ? Is it not even as if | scholar should say, I could 
advance in science were it not for all the time*a^|d care which 
lessons, and. book a, and lectures require ? 

How, then, shalt earthly care become heavenly discipline ? How 
shall the disposition of the weight be altered so as to press the spirit 
upward towards God, instead of downward and away ? How shall 
the pillar of cloud which rises between us and Him become one of 
Are, to reflect upon us constantly tne light of His countenance, and 
to guide us over the sands of life’s desert ? 

It appears to us that the great radical difficulty is an intellectual 
one, and lies in a wrong belief. There is not a genuine and real 
belief of the presence and agency of God in the minor events and 
details of life, which is necessary to change them from secular cares 
Into s pi ri tual hitting! 

It is true there is much loose talk about an overruling Providence ; 
and yet, if fidrly stated, the belief of a great many Christians might 
be thus exp r s t e d : God has organised and at in operation certain 
general laws of matter and mind, which work out the particular 
rosults of life, and over them laws he exerebas a general to p t ribhaon 
and care, to that aft the grant afifoin of the world am carried on 
aftor rim counsel of his own will ; and in a certa in g en era l seme, all 
things are working tutedmr for good to thorn that love God* But 
when mat nmplo-aJndod, chi&liks Christian rarity pro ce eds to 
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refer all the smaller events of life to God's immediate taro and 
agency, there is a smile of incredulity, and it is thought that tit* ' 
good brother displays more Christian feeling than sound philosophy. 

But as life for every individual it made op of ftaettom a nd 
minute atoms— as those tilings which go to affect habits and character 
are small and hourly recurring, it comet to pass that a belief la 
Providence so very wide and general, is altogether inefficient for 
consecrating and rendering sacred the great body of what comet in 
contact with the mind iu the experience of life. Only once in 
years does the Christian with tips kind of belief hear the voice of 
the I>ord God speaking to him. When the hand of death is laid on 
his child, or thcjmlt strikes down the broilter by hit side, thm t 
indeed, he feels that God is drawing near ; he listens humbly for the 
inward voice that shall explain the meaning and need of this 
discipline. When by some unforeseen occurrence the whole of his 
earthly property is swept a wav, — he becomes a poor man, — thlf 
event, iti his eyes, assumes sufficient magnitude to have come from 
God, and to have a design and meaning ; but when smaller comforts 
•re removed, smaller losses arc encountered, and the petty, every-day 
vexations and annoyances of life press about him, he recognises no 
God, and hears no voice, and r see» no design. Hence John Newton 
rays, "Many Christians, who bear the loss of a child, or the 
destruction of all their property, with the roost heroic Christian 
fortitude, are entirely vanquished and overcome by the breaking of 
a dish, or the blunders of a servant, and show so unchristian a spirit, 
that we cannot but wonder at them." 

So when the breath of slander, or the pressure of human 
injustice, comes so heavily on a man as really to threaten loss of 
character, and destruction of his temporal intercats, he seems forced 
to recognise the hand and voice of God, through the veil of human 
agencies, and in time- honoured words to say — 

** When men of spite against me join. 

They are the swenaf ; the hand is thine/' 

Hut the smaller injustice and ikult-finding which meet every on* 
more or less in the daily intercourse of life, the overheard remark, 
the implied censure, too petty, perhaps to he even spoken of, these 
daily recurring sources of disquietude and anhappliiess am not 
referred tcyGods providence, nor considered as a part of hk proba- 
tion and discipline? Those thousand vexations which come open 
ns through the unreasonableness, the careteamess, the various MS* 
sttutthmal foiling*, or Ul-ndaptedncm of others to our peculiarities Of 
character, form a very large item of the dieqaiets dee of Ufof mi 
yet how very few look beyond the human agent, and foe! that thosa 
are trials coming from God ! Yet it is true, in many ease* that 
them so-called minor v ex at io n s form the gtsnter part, and In many 
cases the only discipline of and to thorn that for not view them 
as ordered individually by God, and coming ttnoa them by tgmlim 
design, ** their affection * iwally* someth of the dnsL and their tronhfo 
springs oat of the ground f k Is sanctiffed and relieved by no divine 
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pretence And Aid, but borne Alone And in a mere human spirit, and 
by mere human reliance*, it acts on the mind a* a constant diversion 
and hinderanoe, instead of a moral discipline. 

Hence, too, come a cold urn, and generality, and wandering of 
mind in prayer: the things that art* on the heart, that are distract- 
ing the mind, that have filled the soul so full that there is no room 
for anything else, are all considered too small and undignified to 
come within the pale of a prayer, and so, with a wandering mind 
god a distracted heart, the Christian offers up his prayer for things 
which he thinks be ought to want, and makes no mention of thoi£ 
which he does. He prays that God would pour out his Spirit on 
the heathen, and convert the world, and build up his kingdom 
everywhere, when perhaps a whole set of little anxieties, and 
wants, and vexations are to distracting his thoughts, that he hardly 
knows what he has been saying *. a faithless servant is wasting his 
property; a careless or blundering worMuan has spoiled a lot of 
goods; a child is vexatious or unruly ; a friend has made promises 
aftd failed to keep them; an acquaintance has made unjust or 
satirical remarks ; tome new furniture has been damaged or ruined 
by carelessness in the household ; but all this trouble forms no sub- 
ject matter for prayer, though there It is, all the while, lying like 
lead ou the heart, and keeping it down, so that it has no power to 
expand and take in anytiiing else. Hut were God known and 
regarded as the soul's familiar friend, were every trouble of the 
heart as it rises, breathed into his bosom ; were it felt that there is 
not one of the smallest of life’s troubles that has not been permitted 
by him, ami permitted for specific good purpose to the soul, how 
much move would these be in prater! how constant, how daily 
might It become ! how it might settfe and clear th£ atmosphere of 
the soul ! how it might so dispose and lay away many anxieties 
which now take up their place there, that there might be room for 
the higher themes and considerations of religion ! 

Many sensitive and fastidious natures are worn away by the 
coastal friction of what are called tilth troubles Without any 
mat atttctioa, they fed that all the flower and sweetness of their 
Hh have fhded ; their eye grows dim, their cheek care-worn, and 
thrir spirit loess hope and e to a ti ckv, and becomes bowed with pre- 
mature age; and In the midst of tangible and physics! comfort, 
they are metises and unhappy. The constant u^der-curmut of little 
ensue and vexatious, which is slowly wearing on the finer springs of 
fifh»il«*i*h£*e*u* ; scarce ever do they speak of these things to 
their nearest meads. Yet were there a friend of a spirit eodiecem- 
in* as to feel and sympathise ia all them things, how much of this 
rsprs ese d el e ctri c rtetie— sees would pais off through such a sym- 

Yet among human friends tide is afi hut impomthle, for minds 
are m diverse that what is a trial and a care to cue ts a matter of 
, and aH the inner world breathed 
» ear only excites a surprised or contemptuous pity. 
, M the ml mm to? Who will feel that to be 
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affliction which each spirit feel* to be so ? If the soul abut itoelf 
within itself, it becomes morbid ; the fine chords of the mind mm! 
nerve* by constant wear Womo jarring and discordant ; henee fret* 
fulness, discontent, and habitual irritability steal over the sincere 
Christian. 

But to the Christian that really ^lierw in the agency of God in 
the smallest events of life, that confides in his love, mid makes bis 
sympathy his refuge, the thousand minute cares and perplexities of 
life become each one a fine affiliating bond between the soul and its 
God. God is known, not by abstract definition, and by high-raised 
exception* of the soul's aspiring hours, but known as a man 
knoweth his friend;, he is known by the hourly wants he supplies; 
known by every care with which be momentarily sympathises, every 
apprehension which he relieves, every temptation whieh he enables 
ns to surmount. We learn to know God aa the iaflmt child teams 
to know its mother and its hither, by all the helplessness and all 
the dependence which are incident to this commencement of our 
moral existence ; and as we go dn thus year by year, arid find fas 
every c Imaging situation, in every reverse, in every trouble, from 
the lightest sorrow to those which wring our soul from its depths, 
that he is equally present, and that his gracious aid is equally 
adequate, our faith seems gradually almost to change to fttsiMi ; and 
< > ud's existence, his love and care, scent to its more real wan any 
other source of reliance, and multiplied cares and trials are only 
new avenues of acquaintance between us ami heaven 

Suppose, in some bright vision unfolding to our view, in tranquil 
evening or solemn midnight, the glorified form of some departed 
friend should appear to u» with the announcement, “ Thisyear is In 
be to you one of especial probation and discipline, with reference So 
perfecting you for a heavenly state. Weigh well aqd consider 
every incident of your daily life, for not one shall fall out by acci- 
dent, but each one is to be a finished and indispensable link la a 
bright chain that is to draw you upward to the skies! " 

With what new eyes should we now look on oar-daily lot! and If 
we found in it not a single change, - the same old canes, the seam 
perplexities, the same uninteresting drudgeries trill, — with what 
new meaning would every iocideqf be invested! and with what 
other and sahlimer spirit could we meet them t Yet, If announced 
by one rising from the dead with the risible glory of a spiritual 
world, this truth could be asserted ae Bums dearly and distinctly 
than Jesus Christ fags stated it already. Not a sparrow fa! Mb to 
the ground without our Father. Not one of them is forgotten by 
him: and we are of more value than many sparrows; yea, even the 
hairs of our head five sB numbered. Not till belief io these declam* 
turns. in their most literal tease, becomes the calm and settled habit 
of the soul, is lift ever redeemed from drudgery and dreary emp- 
tiness. and made frill of interest, meaning, and divine significance. 
Net rill then does its grovelling wants, its wearing earns, its sting* 
law vexations, become to aa ariabteriag spirits, each one, by a 
silent but certain agency, fitting at for a higher and feme* 
sphere. 
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CONVERSATION ON CONVERSATION. 


41 For every idle word that me» shall speak, they shalt give account 
thereof in the day of judgment" 


“A test solemn sermon,” said Hiss B., shaking her head itnpret- 
Mv«ij as she sat down to table on Sunday noon ; then giving a deep sigh, 
she added* 44 I am afraid that if an account is to be rendered for*all 
Ottr idle words, some people will have a great deal to answer for/’ 

11 Whv, cousin Anna, replied a sprightly ydhng lady opposite, 
41 what do you mean by idle words 1 ” 

‘♦All words that have not a strictly useful tendency, Helen,” 
replied Miss B. 

'* I don’t know what is to become of tue, then,” answered Helen, 
44 for I nover can think of anything useful to say. I sit and try 
Sometimes, but it always stops my talking. 1 don t think anything 
in the world is so doleful as a set of persons sitting round, all try ing 
to say something useful, like a parcel of old clocks ticking at each 
Other, fl think one might as well take the vow of entire silence, 
like the monks of La Trappc.” 

44 It it probable,” said Miss B., 44 that a greater part of our ordinary 
conversation had better be dispensed with. 4 In the multitude of 
words there wantoth not tiu/ For my own part, my conscience 
often reproaches me with the sins of my tongue. 

44 I’m sure you don't sin much that way, 1 must say,” said Helen ; 
44 hut, cousin, 1 really think it is a freezing business sitting still and 
reflecting all the time when friends are together , and after all I 
can't bring myself to feel as if it were wrong to talk and chatter away 
a good part of the tunc, just for the sake of talking. For instance, 
If a friend cornea in of a morning to make a call, I talk about the 
weather, my room, my canary birds, or anything that comes upper* 
mast.” 

44 And about lace, and bonnet patterns, and the last fashions,” 
added Mias B., sarcastically. # 

•* Weil* supposing w« do ; where’s the ham ?” 

*< Where’s the good?” said Miss B. 

44 The good! why, it paaaas time agreeably, and makes us foal 
kindly towar d s each other.” m 

44 1 think, Helen,” aaid Mias 44 if you had a higher view of 
Christian responsibility. you would not be satisfied with merely past* 
fog time agreeably, or eacittag agreeable feelings In other*. Does 
not the very text we are speaking of show that we have an aoeoaat 
to give in the day of judgment for aU thia Hiding, useires ocevrrm- 

tfoSr 


44 1 don’t know what that text does mean*” replied Betas, looking 
aattaaaly j 44 hat if it means as you my, 1 think it ia a very hard, 
strait rule.” 
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*' Well/' replied MU* H., '* it not duty slwsr* hard and strait t 
* Strait u the gate, and narrow is the way/ you know/* 

Helen ligbca. 

"What do yon think of this, Unde C.T *be said, after some 

S uae. The unde of the two young Indict had been listening that 
r isi silence. 

44 1 think/' be replied, “ that before people begin to discuss, they 
should be quite >urc a# to whatjthry are talking about ; and 1 am not 
exactly clear in thin iw. You sav, Anna, aakl be, taming to 
Mis* B., *• tliat all eonvemation U idle which haa not a directly use* 
Ml tendency. Now, what do yon mean hy tint ? Am wc never Id 
aav anything that has not for iu direct and specific object to benefit 
outer* or ouirselve* ’t" 

•* Yes," replied Mias B., 1 suppose not/’ 

"Well, then, when l say, ‘ Good morning, air; 'tb a pleasant 
day/ 1 ha*c no such object. Are these, then, idle words?" 

41 Why, no, not exactly," replied Mias B. ; “in some cases it is 
necessary to *av something, so as not to appear rode/’ 

"Very well, 1, replied her unde. “ Y’ou admit, then, that some 
things, which arc not instructive in themselves considered, am to he 
said to keep up the intercourse of society/* 

“Certainly; some things/’ said Miss B. , 

“ Well, now, in the case mentioned hy Helen, when two or three 
people with whom you are in different degrees of intimacy call upon 
you, 1 think she hi perfectly right, as she said, iu talking of roses, 
and canary birds, and even of bonnet -patterns, and lace, or anything 
of the *kiud, for the sake of making conversation. It amounts to 
the same thing as 1 good morning/ and 4 good evening/ and the other 
courtesies of society. This sort of small talk has nothing instructive 
in iu and yet it may be wufml in its place. It makes jicowle com- 
fortable and easy, promotes kind ami social feeling* ; and making 
people comfortable hy any innocent means is certainly not a thing 
to be despised.” 

“ But fa there not great danger of becoming light and trifling If 
one allows this ?” mid Miss doubtfalJy. 

w To be sure ; there is always danger of running every innocent 
thing to excess. One might eat to excess, or drink to excess; yet 
eating and drinking are both nsefel in their way. Now, our lively 
young friend Helen, here, might perhaps be in come temptation of 
this sort; hut as for yon, Anna, I think ;y<ro in mors danger o t 
another extreme.” * • 

M And what is that?” 

"Of overstraining your mind by endeavouring to keep up a can* 
staot fixed stats of seriousness sad seienmity, and not allowing year* 
seif the idaxatiott naaeomry to pres er ve Hs hcelthy mom In coder 
to he healthy, every mind must have variety eed ama c tmot j and 
if you would sit down at least oat hoar a-day, tad join your friends 

m sosm am nsing conversation, e«i mdnlge ms fMlanA! think, 

my dser, that you would net only be a happier pawnn» out • better 
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“ My dear uncle/' said Mias B., “ this is the very thing that l\ave 
been moat on my guard against ; 1 can never tell stories, or laugh 
and ioke, without feeling condemned for it afterward**.” 

44 But, my dear, you must do the thing in the testimony of a good 
conscience before you can do it to any purpose. Yon must make up 
your mind that cheerful and entertaining conversation — conversation 
whose first object is to amuse — is uteful convtr$aiion in its place, and 
then your conscience will not be injured by joining in it.” 

44 But what good does it do, uncle ?” 

44 Do you not often complain of coldness and deadness in your 
religious feelings ? of lifeleamess and want of interest ?” 

44 Yes, uncle.'' 

44 Well, this coldness and lifclessness is he result of forcing your, 
mind to one set of thoughts and feelings. You become worn out — 
your feelings exhausted — deadness and depression ensue. Now 
turn your mind off from these subjects — divert it by a cheerful and 
animated conversation, mud you will find, after a while, that it will 
return to them with new life and energy.” 

44 But are not foolish talking and jesting expressly forbidden ?” 

44 That text, if you will look at the connections, does not forbid 
jesting in the abstract ; but jesting on immodest subjects — which are 
often designated in the New Testament by the phraseology there 
employed. 1 should give the* sense of it—neither filthiness, nor 
foolish talking, nor indelicate jests. The kind of sprightly and 
amusing conversation to which 1 referred, I should not denominate 
foolish, by any means, at proper times and places.” 

44 Yet people often speak of gaiety as inconsistent in Chriftiacs — 
even worldly people,” said Mi» B. 

44 Yes, because, in the first place, they often have wrong ideas as 
to what Christianity requires in this respect, and suppose Christians 
to be violating their own principles in indulging in it. In the second 
place, there are some, especially among young people, who never 
talk in any other way — with whom this kind of conversation is not 
an amusement,-— but a habit — giving the impression that they never 
think seriously at all But 1 think, that if persons are really pos- 
aemed by the tender, affectionate, benevolent spirit of Christianity — 
If they regulate their temper end their tongue by it, and in all their 
actions now an evident effort to conform to its precepts, they will 
not do harm by occasionally indulging in sprightly and amusing con- 
versation -they will not make the impression that they are not 
dsseidr Christians. 

44 Besides,” said Helen , 44 are not people sometimes rebelled from 
religion by a want of chenrfolnem in its pmfemors?” « 

44 Certainly,” replied her unci* 44 and the difference is just this: 
If a perm is habitually trifling and thoughtless, it is thought that 
they have m religion; if they are ascetic andrioomy, it is attributed 
#e their religion; and you know what Miss K. Smith soys— that * to be 
good and disagreeable k high treason against virtue/ The mese 
sincerely and earnestly rcligtoua a person is, the amrs important h is 
that they should be agreeable.** 
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4< fcit, nnele, M mid Helen, •* what don that text mean that we 
began with ? Wbtt are idle word# ? ** 

** My dear, if you will turn to the place where the passage Is 
(Matt xii.X aud reed the whole page, yon will tee the meaning of 
it Christ wai not reproring any body "for trifling con venation at 
the time ; kmt for a very aerioua slander. The Pharisees, in their 
bitterness, aroused him of being iu league with evil spirit*. It aeema 
by what follows, that this was a charge which involved an unpar- 
dutiable sin. The) were Qot, indu'd, conscious of its fall guilt— 
they said it merely from the impulse of excited and envious feeling 
— hut he wants them that in the day of judgment; Clod will hold 
them accountable for the full consequences of all such language* 
however little they may have thought of it at the time of uttering it. 
The aenae of the pas*age 1 take to be, ‘ God will hold you rtsponti* 
Me in the day of judgment for the consequeuces of all you have said 
in your most idle and thoughtless momenta.' ** 

“ For example,'* said Helen, ** if one makes unguarded and un- 
founded assertions about the Bible, which excite doubt and preju- 
dice." 

41 There are many instances," said her ancle, M that are quite In 
point Suppose in conversation, rither under the influence of envy 
or ill will, or merely from love of talking, yon make remarks and 
statements about another person which* may be true or may not,— 
you do not stop to inquire, vour unguarded word* set reports hi 
motion, and unhappiness, an 4 hard feeling, and lota of character are 
the result. You spoke idly, it is true, but nevertheless you are held 
responsible by God for all the cotiM'qucnces of your words. Ko pro- 
fessors of religion often make unguarded remarks about each other, 
which lead observers to doubt the truth of all religion ; and they a*e 
responsible for every such doubt they excite. Parents and guardians 
often allow themselves to speak of the faults and weaknesmsof their 
ministers in the presence of children and younger people— they do 
it thoughtlessly— but in so doing they destroy an influence which 
might otherwise have saved the souls of their children : they are 
responsible for it. People of cultivated mind* and fastidious taste 
often allow themselves to come home from church, and criticise a 
sermon, and unfold all it* weak points in the presence of others on 
whom it may have made a very serious impression. While the 
critic is holding up the bad arrangement, aud setting in a ludicrous 
point of view the lame figures, perhaps the servant behind his chair, 
who was almost persuaded to be a Christian by that very di s co ur se, 
gives up his purposes, in toeing his respect for the sermon ; this wan 
thoughuem— but the evil is done, and the man who did it Is respon- 
sible for it." 

* ! think/* said Helen, ** that a great deal of evil is done to 
children to this way. by our not thinking of what we are taring.* 

** It soent* to me.* 1 mid Mias II., ** that this view of the subject will 
redact <tt to t i leo a r a lm os t as much as the other. Hear is taw ever 
to estimate the cow e enaowem of their words, people am affected in so 
many different ways by the same thing? " 
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44 1 suppose,” Mid her node, 44 we are only responsible such 
results as b y carefulness and reflection we might hare foreseen. It 
is not for xll-judgcd words, but for idle words, that we are to be 
judged- — words uttered without any consideration at all, and pro* 
ductng bad results. If a person really anxious to do right misjudges 
as to ue probable effect of what he is about to say on others, it is 
quite another thinp.” 

44 But, uncle, will not such carefulrass destroy all freedom in 
conversation?” said Helen. “ 

.* 4 If you are talking with a beloved friend, Helen, do you 
not use an instinctive care to avoid all that might pain that friend ?” 

44 Certainly.” 

44 And do you find this effort a restraint on vour enjoyment ? " 

“Certainly not.” 

44 And you, from your own feelings, avoid what is indelicate and 
Impure in conversation, and yet feel it ny restraint?” 

44 Certainly.” 

44 Well, l suppose the object of Christian effort should bo so to 
realise the character of our Saviour, and conform our tastes and sym- 
pathies to his, that we shall instinctively avoid all in our conversation 
that would be displeasing to him. A person habitually indulging 
jealous, angry or reveugeful feeling— n person habitually worldly in 
his spirit— a person allowing himself in sceptical and unsettled habits 
of thought, cannot talk without doing harm. This is our Saviour’s 
account of the matter in the verses immediately before the passage 
we*were sneaking of— 'How can ye, being evil, speak good tilings? 
for out of the abundance of the heart the mouth speaketh. A pood 
man, out of the good treasure of his heart, bringeth forth pood things, 
and an evil man out of the evil treasure of his heart bnngeth forth 
evil things.* The highest flow of animal spirits would never burry 
a pure-minded person to say anything indelicate or gross ; and in 
the same manner, if a person is habitually Christian i*> all his habits 
of thought and feeling, he will be able without irksome watchful- 
ness to avoid what may lie injurious even in the most unrestrained 
coaveraatioo.” 


TDK KLDE1TS FEAST. 

A TRAMYIO* OF I.AOMCgA. 

At a certain time in the earlier ages there lived in the city of 
Ijtodkea a Christian elder of some repute, named Onesiphorus. ‘The 
world had smlkd an bint, and though a Christian, he was rich and 
ftd) of honour*. AD men, even the heathen, spoke well of him, for 
he was a man ecortsuoa cf speech mad mild of manner. . 

m Wifo, a fldr looms bdy, but half mciaiacd from idolatry, 
Ihtiiif hsdnd and accredited as a member of the Christian church, 
rtBUojoral loriagtr an the oosdasa of old he a th —ism , and tf she 
did oat hstteva. afif ehari l had with planm the focth kfandsof 
Apollo and Veona, of 4<m mi Diana, 
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A targe and fair family of km aad daughters bad thus iimfid 
these parents ; but their education had been much after the rriltKlte 
of this world, and not after Christ. Though, according to the m$* 
toms of the church, they were brought to the font of baptism, and 
scaled in the name of the Father, and the 8cm, and Holy Gbogt, and 
although daily, instead of libations to the Penates, or flower offering* 
to Diana and Juno, the name of Jesus was invoked, yet the mini of 
Jeans was wanting. The choeen associates of all them children, ad 
they grew older, were among the heathen ; and daily they urged 
t heir parents, by their entreaties, to conform, in tine thing after 
arfbther, to heathen usage. 44 Why should we lie singular, mother?” 
said the dark-eyed Myrrhs, as she bound her hair and arranged her 
dress after the fashion of the girl in the temple of Venus. ** Why 
iii4\ we not wear the golden onffements and images which have beta 
consecrated to heethen goddesses V* said the sprightly Thalia; 
*• mine others are to In* bought, and are we to do altogether 

without?" “And why may we not lie at feasts where libations arc 
umdc to Apollo or Jupiter? ” said the sons; 44 so long as we do not 
content to it, or believe in it, will our faith be shaken thereby? ** 
** I low are we ever to reclaim the heathen, if we do not mingle among 
them?'* said another son ; 44 did not our Master eel with publican* 
aud sinners?" # 

It was, however, to 1** remarked, that no cot* version* of the 
heathen to t'hristtanttv ever took place through the mean* of those 
com pi;, ing *ou* and daughters, or any of tJw number who fbUowwd 
tlo'tr example. Instead of withdrawing any from the confines of 
hradivniitm, they thrmselees were drawn so nearly over, that in cer- 
tain situations and circumstances they would undoubtedly have been 
raukeitmmonjt them by any bm a moat scrutinising observer. If my 
in the city of Laodicee were ever led to unite themselves, with Janos* 
it wa« l>v means of a few who observed the full simplicity of thn 
aueiei.r faith, and who, though Honest, tender, and courteous in all 
their dealings with the heathen, *t»U went not a Step, with them hi 
conformity to any of their customs. 

In time, though the family we speak of never broke off ftoya the 
( hristian church, yet if you had been in it, von might have hand 
much warm aad earnest con venation about things that took plane at 
the baths, or in feasts to various divinities; bat if any one spoke of 
Jesus there was immediately a eold silence, a decorous, chilling, 10* 
spectfal pause, after which the conversatkm, with a bound, fitw hank 
»i*u» the old channel again. _______ 

It was now night; aad the house of Onesipharas the Elder wan 
biasing with torches, alive with music, and sU the harry find stint 
a sumptuous banquet AH the wealth and fhshtos of Landless wnpi 
them, Christian and heathen* and all that the clamie votapfinSMStaft 
of Oriental Greece could give to abed ench an t men t over the sens* 
wa* there, to ancient tom tike tothsh«CCMisskUsilti 
had been regulated m the «prat«dtim bj anew d of JessfcsstweottiS# 
by Lake, whom clamfcsl Greek had dmfie his the msfihtished vsstisii 
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in Alii Minor, M And thou/wben thou makest a feist, call not thy 
friends and thy kinsmen, nor thy rich neighbours, lest they also hid 
thee, and a recompense be aside thee. But when thou makest a feast, 
cat] the poor, and the maimed, and the lame, and the blind, and thou 
limit be blessed : for they caasmt recompense thee, Imt thou shall be 
faoHipimnd at the resurrection of the just'* 

That very day, before the entertainment, had this passage been 
ntmtad in the ears of the frmlly by Cleon, the youngest son, who, 
dUferent from all his frailly, had cherished in his bosom the simpli- 
city of the old belief. 

* Bosr ridiculous ! how absurd!** had been the reply of the mbre 
thoughtless members of the family, when Cleon cited the above pas- 
lige.ta In point to the evening's entertainment. The dark-eyed 
mother looked reproof on the forty of the younger children, and 
decorously applauded the passage, which she aald had no application 
to die matter m hand. 

“ But, mother, even if the passage be not literally taken, it must 
mean soiaslMay. What did the Lord Jesus intend by it? If we 
Christians may make entertainments with all the parade and expense 
of our heathen neighbours, and thus spend the money that might be 
devoted to charity, what dost this passage mean ? ” 

** Year father gives hi charity as handsomely as any Christian in 
laodfoea,” said his mother, warmly. 

“ Kay, mother, that may be ; but 1 bethink me now of two or three 
Una when mania have been wanting fbr the relieving of the poor. 
Had die ransoming of captives, and the support of apo^les, when we 
hays aald that we could give no more.* * 

>My ion,” slid his mother, Hyou do not understand the ways of 
fre world.** • • 

“Nay, how should he?** said Thalia, “shut up day and night 
withthat old papyrus of St. Lake and Paul*# Epistles. One may 
have too much or a good thing.** t « 

“Bat does not the holy Panl say, ‘Be not conformed to this 

Wcrtt’?” 




mciuScrs of tlie family drew from the < lder a pintle remonstrance, 
as hating an unseemly appearance for tho*e hearing the ('hristiau 
name ; hut they rendilv answered, *• Has not Paid »»:*!, • We know 
that an idol is nothing ? Where is the liann of tin el -pant statue, 
considered merely as a consummate work of art ? As fui the flowers, 
are they not simply the m»m appropriate ornament '? And where is 
the harm of hurniuir rvquuuie pert nine f And is i* worse to hum it 
in one place than another Y" 

** l’p>n my sword,” sanl one of the heathen pneMs a* he dnndcrcd 
thruigh the g at scene, ** how 1 jj.er.il and ae’iHiimnc it mg the*? ('hris- 
tw*ris are U'enmin^ * F.xcept in a few small matters in the temple, 
tf < \ veil! to he With ns * nt:ie'\ 

** Ah ” sud another, ** it was not so y ea-s hark, >\ thing was 
™eaid ani'-ng them then, hut prayer*, .onl aims, and * istfs to the 
j*o >*• arul mi k : and win u the) met P»/et!i**r in tie tr fi .ots there was 
so much of their talk of fins!, at.«i Midi much.: of hymns and 
j ravei, that one of us found himself quite out of p’.aee.*' 

“ Yes.” said an old man present, “ t;t thov day* I quite bethought 
nu* of living some das a Christian ; hut h*>k you, tJe \ are grown m» 
near like us now, it is va-ee worth one’s while to charge. A little 
matter of eerein.ny in the temple, and offering incense to Jems 
iust* ad of Jupiter, when all t ec is the same, ran make > mail odds in a 
mat.,” 

Hut now the am lent legend goes m to say, that in the midst of 
that i ny and hrilliant rwt.tu :. a stranger of retn.i: ka hie appearance 
and manners was noticed ane ng the thr«e;g Note* knew him, or 
whenee h" came. He mingled not in the north, are! seemed to reeog. 
ni/e no one pre»* tit. though he u garded all fi.at v>u-. pausing with a 
j eeulur air of still ami nUvr.to.n ; and wherwter he moved, 

ios calm penetrating ga/a- seemed to lofftiM.* a singular tinea* iiu*s 
uU>ut him. Now his ey** was fixed with a quiet j.emttny on the 
idolatrous statu* s, with th* ir votive adornments i.'»w it followed 
earnestly the young form* that were w rent hi: g in tie* graceful 
waves of the dance ; and th**n he turm 1 towards the taldes 
loaded with every luxury and sparkling w. f h win* », where the devo- 
tion to liacchus Iwrcame more than poetic fiction : ami ax he gaxed, a 
high indignant sorrow seemed to overshado* the ml tun*** of his 
majestic face. When, in thought!'** merriment, some of the gay 
company sought to address him, they found thcmwlve* shrinking 
involuntarily from the m»ft piercing eye, »i.d trembling at the low, 
sweet tones m which he replied. \Vlut he sp.ke brief; Nil 

there was a gravity and tender wisdom in it that strangely 
mn fasted with the frivolous scene, and awakened nn wonted idea* 
of heavenly purity even in thought?** and dissipated minds. 

The only one of the company who atniei to seek lut society 
was the youngest, the fair little child Isa. She seemed as strangely 
attracted towards him ax others were rep. die! ; at*d when unsolicited, 
in the frank confidence of childhood, she pressed to his, side, a id 
placed her little hand in his, the look of radiant compassion and 
tenderii which beamed d*>w« from those eyes was indeed glofioua 

n 
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to Itehold. Yet here and there, an he glided among the crowd, he 
spoke in the ear of some Christian words, which, though soft and 
low, seemed to have a mysterious and startling power; for one after 
another, pensive, abashed, and confounded, they drew aside from 
the gay scene, and seemed lost in thought. That stranger — who 
was he? Who? The inquiry passed from mouth to mouth, and 
one and another, who had listened to his low, earnest tones, looked 
on each other with a troubled air. J. re long he had glided hither 
and thither in the crowd ; he had spoken in the ear of every Christian 
— and suddenly again he was gone, and they saw him no more. 
Koch had felt the heart thrill within— each spirit had vibrated as *if 
the finger of its Creator hud touched it. and shrunk conscious ns if :>n 
omniscient eye were upon it. Each heart was stirred from its depth# 
Vain sophistries, worldly maxims, making the false look true, all 
appeared to rise and clear away like a mist ; and at once each one 
seemed to see, as God sees, the true state of the inner world, the 
true motive and reason of action, and in the instinctive pause 
that passed through the company, the banquet was broken up and 
deserted. 

“And what if their God were present?” said one of the heathen 
members of the company next day. “ Win did they all look so 
blank? A moM favourable omen, we should call it, to have one's 
patron divinity at a feast.” 

“ Hesides” said another, “ these Christians hold that their Cod is 
always everywhere present : m*. at most, they have but had their 
eyes opened to sec lliin who is a! wavs there !” 

What is practically the meaning of the precept, “ He not con- 
formed to the world?” In its ev-rv-day results h presents many 
problems difficult of solution. There are so many shades and blend- 
mgs of situation and circumstance', many things, innocent and 
graceful in themselves, which, like flowers and incense on a heatheu 
altar, become unchristian only through position and circumstances, 
that the most honest and well-intentioned arc often perplexed. 

That we must conform in some things is conceded ; yet the whole 
tenor of the New Testament shows that this conformity must have 
it* limits; that Christians are to be transformed, so as to exhibit to 
the world a higher and more complete stvle of life, and thus “prove 
what is the good, and acceptable, and perfect will of God.” 

llul in many particulars as to style of living and modes of social 
intercourse, there can be no definite rules laid down, and no Chris* 
tian can venture to judge another by his standard. 

One Christian condemns dross, adornment, and the whole applica- 
tion of taste to the usages of life, as a sinful waste of time and 
money. Another, perceiving in every work of God a love and ap- 
preciation of the beautiful, believe* that there is a sphere in which 
he is pleased to see the same trait m his children, if the indulgence 
do not become excessive, and thus interfere with higher duties. 

One condemns all time and expense laid out in social visiting aa 
so much wasted. Another remembers that Jesus, when just entering 
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cm the* most vast anti absorbing work, turned aside to attend a 
wedding feast, and wrought hi* first miracle to enhance it* social 
enjoyment. Again, there are others who, liecau.se some indulgence 
of taste ami some exercise for the *»>cial powers are admissible go 
all lengths oi extra' ugunev, and in company, dress, and the exter- 
nals of life. 

In the same manner, with regard to style of life and s«x*ial enter- 
tainment, most of tin- items whnh go to constitute what is called 
M > !e of living. «>r the *txh- of particular parties, may Ik* in them- 
selves innocent, and xcl the' max In* so interwoven and combined 
with evils that the whole effect shall !>o felt to be decidedly nn- 
^Jiristian, both by ('hristians and the world. How, then, shall the 
Pell-disposed person know where to stop and how to strike the just 
medium 'i 

We know of hut om* safe rule : read the life of Jiwus with atten- 
tion - s/tf'/y it inquire earnestly with xoursidf, “What sort of a 
person, in thought, in feeling, in action, was in) Saviour ?** live 
in constant sxmpathx and communion with him; and there will he 
within a kind of instinctixi* rule by which to try all things. A 
young inau, who was to 1 m* twjuwwd to the temptation* of one of the 
most dissipated Kurop*-au c.ipn.d*, carried with him hi* father** pic- 
ture, arid hung it in hu np.ii trio ut , Ik* fore going out to tinx of the 
numerous resorts of the citx. la* wu* accuMoimd to contemplate thi* 
picture, and wj to hniiM-lf, “Would mx father wish to stc mein 
tie* pl.»et* to which 1 am going?” and thus was he sated fr«*m many a 
temptation. In i»ke manner the Christian, who has always M htsstde 
the beaut ful ideal of hi* Sax mur, find* it a holy charm, 1») which 
he is gentl) restrained from ail that i* unsuitable to his profession, 
lie ha* but to inquire of any m e tie or emyiloxnient, “Should I lie- 
well pleased to meet m> Saviour there / \VouM the train* of 
thought 1 should there fill into, the Mate of mind that would there he 
induced, be such as would barmouize with an Interview with him V* 
Thu* protected and defended, social enjoyment might lie like that of 
Mary and John, and the disciple*, when, under the mild approving 
eye of the Son of Uod, tiny shared the fintivitie* of Cana. 


Ol.i* FATHER MORRIS. 

A 8KhTC.fl rftOM ?f ATtJKh. 

c frail the marvel* that astonished my childhood, there i* none I 
retnemlwr to this day with to much i*M«*re»t »• the old man whom 
name form* my caption. When 1 knew him he Wa4 an aged 
clergy man, act tied over an obscure v llage iu New England. lie 
haul enjoyed the advantage* of a liberal education, had a itnmg, 
original puwer of thought, an omnipotent imagination, and much 
general information . but *o early and »o deeply bad the habits and 
c.«*octaf:«>na of the plough, the farm, and country life wrought 
' It 2 
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themselves into his inind, that his after-acuuiremeuts could only 
mingle with them, forming au unexampled amalgam like unto 
nothing hut itself. 

He was an ingrain New Englander, and whatever might have 
Wen the source of his information, it came out in Yankee form, with 
the strong provinciality of Yankee dialect. 

It is in vatu to attempt to give a full picture of such a genuine 
tmiV/uc; but some slight and imperfect dashes may help the imagi- 
nation to a faint idea of what none can fully conceive but those who 
have seen and heard old Father Morris. 

Suppose yourself one of half a dozen children, and you hear the 
cry, ** Father Morris is coming !” You run to the window or door, 
aud you see a tall, bulky old man, with a pair of saddle-hags on ot^j 
arm, hitching his old horse with a fumbling carefulness, and then 
deliberately stumping towards the house. You notice his tranquil, 
florid, full -moon face, enlightened hy a pair of great round blue 
eyes, that roll with dreamy inattentiveness on all the objects around ; 
and as he takes off his hat, you see the white curling wig that sets 
off his round head, lie comes towards you, and as you stand staring, 
with all the children around, he deliberately puts his great hand ou 
your head, and, with deep, rumbling voice, inquires, — 

** How d'ye do, my darter? is your daddy at home?” “My 
darter” usually makes off as fasf as possible, in au unconquerable 
giggle. Father Morris goes into the house, aud we watch him at 
every turn, as, with the most liWrn) simplicity, he makes himself at 
home, takes off his wig, wipe* down his great face with a checked 
pocket-handkerchief, helps himself hither and thither to whatever 
he wants, and asks for such thiugs as he cannot lay his hands on, 
with all the comfortable easiness of childhood. 

i remember to this day how we used to peep through the crack of 
the door, or hold it half ajar and peer in, to watch his motions; 
and how mightily diverted we were with his deep, slow manner of 
speaking, his heavy, cumbrous walk, but, alnive all, with the won- 
derful faculty of 44 Aemmi/e; ” winch he possessed. 

Hi* deep, thundering, protracted A-hem-em ” was like nothing 
else that ever 1 heard ; and when once, as he was in the midst of 
one of these performances, the parlour door suddenly happened to 
swing open, 1 hoard one of my roguish brothers calling in a 
suppressed tone, “ Charles ! Charles ! Father Morns has 
the door open !*’— and then followed the signs of a long and desperate 
titter, in which 1 sincerely ay tnpa'hucd. 

Hut the morrow is Sunday. The old man ris*-* in the pulpit. 
He is not now in his own humble little parish, preaching simply to 
the hoer* of corn and planter* of potatoes ; but there sits Governor D. t 
mod there is Judge It, and Counsellor P. f and Judge CJ. Iu short, 
he U before a refined and literary- audience. But Father Morris 
rises ; he thinks nothing of this ; he care* nothing ; he knows 
nothing/ as he himself would say, but w Jesus Christ, ami him 
crucified.*’ lie takes a passage of Scripture to explain ; perhaps it 
la the walk to Emmatis, and the corn creation of Jesus with his 



OLD FATHER MORRIS. 


i<?r» 

disciples. Immediately the whole start out before you, living and 
picturesque the road to Enimuus is a New England turnpike ; you 
can see its milestones, its mullein stalks, its toll-gates. Next the 
diwiplns rise, and you have before you all their anguish, and 
hesitation, ami dismay talked out to you in the language of your 
own fireside. You smile; you are amused; yet you are touched t 
and the illusion grows every uioiiieut. You see the approaching 
stranger, and the mysterious conversation grows more aud more 
interesting. Ennnaus rises in the distance, in the likeness of a 
New England village, with a white meeting-house and spire. You 
follow the travellers ; you enter the house with them ; nor do you 
wake from your trance until, with streaming eyes, the preacher tells 
#}ou that, “they saw it was the laird Jesus and wh*it a p»/y it was 
they could not have known it lie fore !" 

It was after a sermon on this very chapter of Scripture history 
that Governor Griswold, in pacing out of the house, laid hold on 
the sleeve of 1m first acquaintance : “ Pray tell me,*' said he, “ who 
is this minister 

“ Why, it is old Father Morris.” 

“Well, he is an oddity -and a genius too, I declare!” he con- 
tinued. “ i have been wondering all the morning how I could have 
read the Bible to so little purpose as not to see tail these particulars 
he has presented.’* 

I once heard him narrate in this picturesque way the story of 
I^zarus. The greut bustling city of Jerusalem first rise* to view, 
aud you are odd. with great simplicity, bow flic Ixird Jesus “used 
to get tired of the noise;” ami how he was “tired of preaching, 
agaiu aud again, to people who would not mind a word he said /* 
aud how, “ w bf'ii it came evening, he us*d to go out and see his 
friends in Bethany.” Then he told about the house of Martha and 
Mary: “a little white house among the trees,” he said; ** you 
could just see it from Jerusalem.” And there the Lord Jesus and 
his disciples used to go aud sit iu the evenings, with Martha, and 
Mary, ami I-axaru*. 

Then the narrator went on to tell how Lazarus died, describing, 
with teau and a choking voice, the distress they were in, and how 
they sent a message to the Lord Je*u*. and he did not come, and 
how they wondered aud wondered ; and thus on be went, winding 
up the interest by the graphic wmdsr of an eye-witness, tilt he 
woke you from the dream by his triumphant joy at the resurrection 
scene. 

On another occasion, as he was sitting at a tea-table, unusually 
supplied with cakes and sweetmeats, be found an opportunity to 
make a practical allusion to the same family story , lie said that 
Mary was quiet and humble, sitting at her .Saviour s feet to hear hi* 
words; but Martha thought more of what was to tie got for tea Martha 
could not find time to listen to Christ. No; she was “'cuaibrrsd 
with much serving’— around the house, frying fritters dbd making 
gingerbread/* 

Among his own simple people, his style of Scripture painting was 
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listened to with breathless interest. But it was particularly in those 
rustic circles, called 41 conference meetings/* that his whole warm 
uml unfolded, and the Bible in his hands became a gallery of New 
England paintings. 

He particularly loved the evangelists, following the footsteps of 
Jesus Christ, dwelling upon his words, repeating over and over 
again the stories of what ne did, with all the fond veneration of an 
old and favoured servant. 

Sometimes, too, he would ^ive the narration an exceedingly prac- 
tical torn, as one examp e will illustrate. 

He had noticed a falling off in his little circle that met for socinl 
prayer, and took occasion, the first time he collected a tolerable 
audience, to tell concerning 44 the conference meeting that the disci- 
ples attended ” after the resurrection. 

44 But Thomas was not with them.** 44 Thomas not with them?" 
said the old man, in a sorrowful voice, 44 Why, what could keep 
Thomas away ? Perhaps," said he, glancing at some of his back- 
ward auditors, “ Thomas had got cold-hearted, and was afraid they 
would ask him to make the first prayer ; or perhaps" said he, look- 
ing at some of the farmers, 44 Thomas was afraid the roads were had ; 
or perhaps,” he added, after a pause, 44 Thomas has got proud, and 
tbonght he could not come in his <>U1 clothes." Thus he went on, 
significantly summing up the common excuses of his people ; and 
then, with great simplicity and emotion, he added, “But only think 
what Thomas lost! for in the middle of the meeting, the I xml Jesus 
came and stood among them ! How sorry Thomas must have Imm !” 
This representation served to fill the vacant seats for some time to 
come. 

At another time Father Morris gave the details of the anointing of 
David to be king. He told them how Samuel went to Bethlehem, to 
Jesse's house,- and went in with a 44 How d’ye do, Jesse?" and how, 
when Jesse asked him to take a chair, he said he could not stay a 
minute ; that the Lord had sent him to anoint one of his sons for a 
king; and. how, when Jesse called in the tallest and handsomest, 
Samuel said 44 he would not do and how all the rest passed the 
tame test ; and at last, how Samuel says, 44 Why, have not von any 
more sons, Jesse ?” and Jesse says, 44 Why, yes, there is little David 
down iu the lot ;'* and how, as soon as ever Samuel saw David, 44 he 
•lathed the oil right on to him ;’* and bow Jesse said 44 he never was 
•o heat in all hit life.'* 

Father Morris sometimes used his illustrative talent to very good 
porpnae in the way of rebuke. He had on his farm a fine orchard 
of peaches, from which some of the ten anil twelve-year-old gentle- 
men helped themselves more liberally than even the old man's kind- 
ness thought expedient. 

Accordingly, Its took occasion to introduce into his sermon one 
Sunday, in bis little parish, an account of a journey he took ; and 
how he was 44 very warm and very dry and how he saw a fine 
orchard of peaches that made his mouth water to look at them. 
«* So,*' says be, 44 1 came up to the fence and looked ad around, for 1 
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would not have touched one of them Without faort for all the work). 
At last I spied a man, ami says I, ‘ Mister, won't you give me tome 
of your peaches ?’ So the man came and gave me nigh about a hat* 
ful. And while I stood there eating. I said, * M inter, how do yew 
manage to keep your peaches ?' * Keep them !" said he, and hr stared 
at me ; * what do you mean ?* * Yes. sir,’ said I ; ' don't the l#>y t 

steal them ?’ * Boys steal them ?* said he ; * no, indeed '' ' Why. 

sir,’ said I, *1 have a whole lot full of peaches, and I cannot get half 
of them' " — here the old man's voice grew tremulous — •" because 
the boys in my liarish steal them so,* ‘ Why. sir,' said he. 'don't 
their parents teach them not to steal ?' ami 1 grew all over iti a cold 
•weal, and I told him • I was afeared they didn’t/ * Why. how you 
talk!' says the man; ‘do tell me where yon live?* Then," said 
Father Morris, the team runuine over, " I was obliged to tell him 1 
Its tni in the town of G." After this Father Morris kept his 
peaches. 

Our old friend was not less original in the logical than in the illus- 
trative* portions of his discourses. His logic was of that familmr, 
colloquial kind which sluikes hands with common sense like an old 
friend, Sometime*, too, his great mind and great heart would In* 
poured out on the vast theme* nf religion, in language, which, though 
homely, produced all the effects of the sublime. He once preached a 
discourse on the text, “ the High and Hols One that inhabited* 
eternity and from the 1* ginning t* > the end it wa* a train of lofty 
amt solemn thought, W ith hi* usual simple earnestness, and hts 
great, rolling so.ee, he told al»out ** the Great • # < I — the Great Jrlio* 
vah — and how the j»eopV in tin* world were flustering and worrying, 
an l afraid the} should w t ret time to do this, and that, and t'other. 
Hut,” he addfd„with full-hearted sat u fact ion, “the l>ord is never in 
a hurry ; h»* ha.-* it all to do, but he has time enough, for he inhabit* 
clli eternity.” And the grand idea of infinite leisure and almighty 
resource* was carried through the sermon will* equal strength and 
simplicity. 

Although the old man never lemrtl to he sensible of anything 
tending to the ludicrous iri his own mode of expressing himself, yet 
he had considerable relish for humour, anti some shrewdness of 
repartee. One time, a* he was walking through a ticightwwriog 
parish, famous for it* profanity, be was stopped by a whole flock of 
the youthful repudiate* of the place : — 

“ Father Morris, Father Morris ! the devil's dead ! " 

"Is he?" said the old man, benignly lading hi* hand on the 
head of the nearest urchin ; "you jx>or fatherless children V* 

But the sayings and dofl%* or this good old man, as reported 
in the legends of the neighbourhood, are more than can be gather'd 
or reported. He lived fir beyond the common age of man, and 
continued, when age had impaired his powers, to tcU over and over 
again the same Bible stories that he hau told so often before. 

I recollect bearing of the joy that almost broke the *>kl man's 
heart, when, after many years’ diligent witching and nurture of tha 
good seed in the parish, it began to spring into vegetation, saddest 
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and beautiful as that which answers the patient watching of the 
husbandman. Many a hard, worldly -hearted man— many a sleepy, 
inattentive hearer— many a listless, idle young person, began to 
give ear to words that had long fallen unheeded. A neighbouring 
minister, who had been sent for to see and rejoice in these results, 
describes the scene, when, on entering the little church, he found 
an fluxions, crowded auditory assembled around their venerable 
teacher, waiting for direction and instruction. The old man was 
sitting in his pulpit, almost choking with fulness of emotion as he 
gazed around. “Father,'’ said the youthful minister, “1 suppojjp 
you are ready to say with old Simeon, 4 Now, Lord, lettest thou thy 
servant depart in peace, for my eyes have seen thy salvation.' 

“ Sartin, 3>*rtin” said the old man, while the tears streamed down his 
cheeks, and his whole frame shook with emotion. 

It was not many years after that thi> simple and loving servant 
of Christ was gathered in j>eace unto Ilim whom he loved. His 
name is fast passing from remembrance, and in a few years, his 
memory, like his huuihle grave, will lx* entirely grown over and 
forgotten among men, though it will be had in everlasting remem- 
brance by Ilim who “ forgetteth not his servants,” and in whose 
tight the death of his saints is precious. 


THE SEAMSTRESS. 

“ Few, save the poor, feci for the poor ; 

The rich know not how hard 
It is to be of needful food 
. And needful rest debarred. 

44 Their paths are paths of plenteousness ; 

They sleep on silk and down ; 

They never think how wearily 
The weary head lies down. 

“ They never by the window sit, 

And see the gay pass by, 

Yet take the weary work again. 

And with a mournful eve.” 

L. E. L. 

Howkvui flue and elevated, in a sentimental point of view, may 
have been the poetry of this gifted ^itcr, we toink we have never 
seen anything from this source that »u*jht to give a better opinion of 
her than the little ballad from which the above verses are taken. 

They show that the accomplished authoress possessed, not merely 
a knowledge of the dreamy idea) wauts of human beings, hot the 
more pres*) g and homely ones, which the fastidious and poetical 
Are often the last to appreciate. The sufferings of poverty are not 
confined to those of the common, aqnalkl, every-day mured to hard- 
ship*, and ready, with open hand, to receive chanty, let it cotnc t 
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them a* It will. There is another class on whom it presses with 
Mill heavier power— the generous, the decent, the twdf’tVftpectiag* 
who have strugg’od with their lot in silence, “bearing all thing*, 
hoping all things/’ ami willing to endure all tilings, rather than 
breathe a word of complaint, or to acknowledge, even to themselves, 
that their own efforts will nut In* sufficient for their own neceasilie*. 

Pause with rne a while at the door of vender room, whose small 
window overlooks a little court below. It is inhabited by a widow 
ami her daughter, defieudcnt entirely on the labours of the needle, 
and those other slight ami precarious resource's, which are all that 
remain to woman when left to struggle her way through the world 
alone. It contains all their small earthly store, and then* is scarce 
an article of its little stock of furniture that has not Wen thought of, 
and toiled fur, and i*s price eulculated over ai.d over again, liefom 
even thing could be made right for it* purchase. Kvery article ta 
arranged with the utmost neat tie** uml care ; nor is the most costly 
furniture of a fashionable parlour more sedulously guarded from a 
scratch or u rub, thau in that brightly-varnished bureau, and that 
neat cherry tea-table and bedstead. The floor, too, Wanted mice a 
cariK*t ; but old Time has been busy with it, picking a hole here 
ami making a thin place there ; and though the old fellow ha* been 
followed up by the most indefatigable zeal in darning, the marks of 
his mischievous fingers are too plain to W mistaken. It is true, a 
kindly neighlsuir has given u bit of faded baize, which ha* been 
neatly clipped and bound, and spread down over an entirely un- 
inanugeuble hole in front of the fireplace ; and other places Have 
W*e» repaired with pieces of different colours; and yet, after all, It 
is evident that the poor carpet is not long for this world. 

Hut the W‘»t face is put upon ever) thing. The little cupboard In 
the corner, that contains a few china cups, and one or two antiquated 
silver spoons, relics of W»tter days, is arranged with jealous neatness, 
und the white muslin window-curtain, al Wit the muslin be old, has 
been carefully whitened and starched, and smoothly ironed, and pul 
tip with exact precision; and on the bureau, covered by a snowy 
cloth, are arranged a ^pw books and other memorials of former 
times, and a faded miniature, which, though it have little about it to 
interest a stranger, ia more precious to the poor widow than every- 
thing beside*. 

Mrs. Ames is mated in her rocking-chair, supported bv a pillow, 
and busy cutting? out work, while her daughter, a slender, sickly- 
looking girl, is sitting by the window, intent on some fine stitching, 

Mrs. Aiwes, in former da vs, was the wife of a respectable merchant,, 
and the mother of an affectionate family. Hut evil fortune had 
followed her with a steadiness that teemed like the stern decree of sotnu 
adverse fate rather than tlm* ordinary dealings of a merciful Pro* tdenee. 
First came a heavy run of losses in business ; tWn long and expen- 
sive sickne** in the family, and the death of children. T^en them 
was trie sell mg of the large house and elegant furniture, to retire ta 
a humbler style of living ; and finally, the sale of all the property, 
with the view of quitting the shores of a native land, and eon* 
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mencing life again in a new one. But scarcely had the exiled 
family found themselves in the port of a foreign land, when the 
father was suddenly smitten dowu by the hand of death, and his 
lonely grave made in a land of strangers. The widow, broken- 
hearted and discouraged, had still a wearisome journey before her 
ere she could reach any whom she could consider as her friends. 
With her two daughters, entirely unattended, and with her finances 
Impoverished by detention and sickness, she performed the tedious 
journey. 

Arrived at the place of her destination, she found herself not only 
without immediate resources, but considerably in debt to one w^io 
had advanced money for her travelling-expenses. With silent 
endurance she met the necessities of her situation. Her daughters, 
delicately reared, and hitherto carefully educated, were placed out 
to service, and Mrs. Ames sought for employment as a nurse. The 
younger child fell sick, and the hard earnings of the mother were all 
exhausted in the care of her; and though she recovered in part, she 
was declared by her physician to be the victim of a disease which 
would never leave her till it terminated her life. 

As soon, however, as her daughter was so far restored as not to 
need her immediate care, Mrs. Ames resumed her laborious 
employment. Scarcely had she been able, in this way, to discharge 
the debts for her journey and to furnish the small room we have 
described, when the hand of disease was laid beauty on herself. 
Too resolute and persevering iO give way te the first attacks of pain 
And weakness, she still continued her fatiguing employment till her 
system was entirely prostrated. Thus all possibility of pursuing 
her business was cut off', and nothing remained but what could he 
accomplished by her own and her daughter’s dexterity at the needle. 
It is at this time we ask you to look iu upon die mother and 
daughter. 

Mrs. Ames is sitting up, the first time for a week, and even to-day 
she is scarcely fit to do so ; but she remembers that the month is 
coming round, and her rent will soou be due ; and in her feebleness 
•be wifi stretch every uerve to meet her engagements with punctilious 
exactness* • 

Wearied at length with cutting out, and measuring, and drawing 
threads, she leans back in her chair, and her eye rests ou the pale 
face of her daughter, who has been sitting for two hours intent ou 
her stitetaing. 

** Ellen, my child, your head aches ; don’t work so steadily.” 

“0, no, it don't ache said she, too conscious of looking 

very much tired. Poor girl ! had she remained in the situation in w hich 
she was born, she would now ha\e been skipping about, and euj<>) - 
ing life as other young girls of fifteen do ; but now there is no choice 
of employments for her— no youthful companions— no visiting— no 
pleasant walks in the fresh air. Kveniug and morning, it is all the 
same ; headache or sideache, it is all one. She must hold on the 
same unvary ing task — * wearisome thing for a girl of fifteen. 

Bat see! the door opens, and Mrs. Ames's race brightens as her 
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other daughter enters. Mary has become a domestic in a neigh- 
bouring family, where her faithfulness and k indues* of heart have 
caused her to be regarded more as a daughter and a sister than as a 
servant. “ Here, mother, is tour rent-iuoney, *’ she exclaimed; “so 
do put up y»ur work ami rest awhile. I can get enough to pay it 
next time before the month eoiues around again/' 

“ Dear child, I do wish you would ever think to get anything for 
yourself/* said Mrs. Ames. “ I cannot consent to use up all your 
earnings, as 1 base done lately, and ail Kllen’s too: von must have 
a new dress this spring, and that Unmet of yours is uot decent any 
logger." 

* 4 O, no. mother ! I have made over my blue ca'ico, and )ou would 
be surprised to see how well it looks; and my U**t frock, when it is 
washed aud darned, wiil answer some time longer. And then 
Mrs. (iraut has given me a ribbon, and when my Uni net is whitened 
and trimmed, it will look vert well. And so," she added, “ I brought 
you some wine this aftenioou; you know the doctor *a\* sou need 
wine." 

“ Dear child, I want to **e you take some comfort of your money 
yourself.” 

44 Well, 1 do take comfort of if. mother. It U more comfort 
to be able to help you thin to wear all the finest dresses in the 
world.” 


Two mouths from this dialogue found our little family still more 
straitened and pcrp'exed. Mrs. Ames had Iwcn confined all the time 
with sickness, aud the greater j*art of hi lea’s time and strength was 
occupied with attending to her. 

Very little sewing could the poor girl now do, in the broken 
inte rials that remained to her ; and the wage* of Mary were 
not ouly used as fast as earned, but anticipated two month* in 
advance. 

Mr*. Ames had been better for a day or two, sand had been 
sitting up, exerting all her strength to finish a set of shirts 
which had been scut in to make. 44 The money for them will 
just pay our rent," sighed she ; 44 and if we can do a little more this 
week ” 

“ Dear mother, you are so tired,” said Ellen ; 44 do lie down, and 
not worry any monp till l come back.” 

Ellen went out, and pasaed on till she came to the door of an ele- 
gant house, whose damask and muslin window -curtains indicated a 
fashionable residence. 

Mrs Elmore was sitting in her splendidly-furnished parlour, and 
around her by various fancy articles which two }oung girls ware 
busily unrolling. 44 What a lovely pink scarf ! f * astd one, throwing 
it over her shoulders and skipping before a mirror ; while the other 
exclaimed . 44 Do look at thtfk pocket *handkercW&, mother ! what 
elegant lace! ” 

44 Well, girls," mid Mia. Elmore, 44 these handkerchiefs arc a 
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shameful piece of extravagance. 1 wonder you wiU insist on having 
such things.*’ 

“La, mamma, everybody has such now; Laura Seymour has 
half-a-dozen that cost more than these, and her father is uo richer 
than ours.” 

“Well," said Mrs. Elmore, “rich or not rich, it seems to make 
very little odds ; we do not seem to have half as much incite) to 
spare as we did when we lived in the little house in Spring Street. 
What with new furnishing the house, and getting everything you 
boys and girls say you must have, we are poorer, if anything, than 
we were then.” * 

“Ma’am, here’s Mrs. Ames's girl come with some sewing," said 
the servaut. 

“ Show Jier in," said Mrs. Elmore. 

Ellen entered timidly, and handed her bundle of work to Mrs. 
Elmore, who forthwith proceeded to a minute scrutiny of the 
articles; for she prided herself on being very particular, as to 
her sewing. But, though the work had been executed by feeble 
hands and aching eyes, even Mrs. Elmore could detect no fault 
in it. 

“ Well, it is very prettily done," said she. “ What does your 
mother charge ? ” 

Ellen handed a neatly-folded bill which she had drawu for her 
mother. 

“ I roust say, I think your mother's prices are very high,” said 
Mrs. Elmore, examining her nearly empty purse; “everything is 
getting so dear that one hardly kuowg how to live." Ellen looked 
at the fancy articles, and glanced arouud the room with an air of 
innocent astonishment. “ Ah,” said Mrs. Eluiote, “ I dare say it 
seems to you as if persons in our situation had no need of economy ; 
but for my part, 1 feel the need of it more and more etery day." 
As she spoke she handed Ellen the three dollars, which, though it 
was not a quarter the price of one of the handkerchiefs, was all that 
•he and her sick mother could claim in the world. 

“There," said she ; “ tell your mother 1 like her work very much, 
but 1 do not think 1 can afford to employ her, if 1 can find any one 
to work cheaper/’ 

Now, Mrs. Elmore was not a hard-hearted woman, and if EUcu 
hid come a* a beggar, to solicit help for her sick mother, Mrs. Elmore 
would have fitted out a basket of provisions, and sent a bottle of wim*, 
and a bundle of old clothes, and all the ct of such occasions : 
but the sight of a Ult always aroused all the instinctive sharpness of 
her business-like education. She never had the dawning of an idea 
that it was her duty to pay anybody any more than she could possi- 
bly help ; nay she bad an indistinct notion that it was her duty as an 
economist to make everybody take as little as possible. When she 
and her daughters lived m Spriug Street, to which she had alluded, 
they used to spend the greater part of their time at home, and the 
ftuntly sewing was commonly done among themselves. But since 
they had moved into a large bouse, and set up a carriage, and ad- 
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dressed themselves to being genteel. the girls found that they hid 
altogether too much to do to attend to their own sewing, nmeh let* 
to jH*rform anv for their father and brother*. And their mother 
found her hands abundantly full in overlooking her large house, in 
taking care of expensive furniture, and iu Mi|Hrriutcuding her 
increased train of servants. 'I’he sewing, therefore, was put out; 
and Mrs. Khnore tr.’f it o to get it done the cheapest way *he 
could. Nevertheless, Mrs. Kliuore was ton notable a lady , ami her 
urns and daughters were altogether too fastidious as to the make and 
quality of their clothing, to admit the idea of iu being done in any 
btrt the most complete and perf**et manner. 

Mrs. Klin ore never accused herself *»f want of charity for the poor ; 
but she had never considered that the l**at dans of the poor are those 
who never ask charity. She did not consider that, hy paying lihe* 
rally those who were honestly and independent!) struggling for 
themselves, she was really doing a greater charity than by giving 
indiscriminately to a dozen applicants. 

** Don’t you think, mother, she say* we charge too high for this 
work!” said Kllen when she returned. “1 am sure she did not 
know how much work we put in those shirts. She says she cannot 
give u* any more work, she must look out for somebody that will do 
it cheaper, I do not sec how it i* that people who live iu such 
houses, ami have mi many beautiful things, can feel that they cannot 
afford to pay for what coats us so much.” 

*• Well, child, they are more apt to feel so than people who live 
plainer.” 

“ Well. I am sure,” said Kllen, “ we cannot afford to *p<rnd so much 
time as we have over these shirt* for le*»* money." 

“ Never mind, tny dear," said the mother, soothingly ; ** here it a 
bundle of work that another lady has umt in, and if wejjct it done, 
we shall have enough for our rent, and something over to buy bread 
w ith." 

It is needles* to carry our Headers over all the process of cutting 
and fitting, and gathering, and stitching, necessary in making up 
six fine shirt*. Suffice it to say that on Saturday evening alt but one 
were finished, aud Kllen proceeded to carry them home, promiMiig to 
bring the remaining one on 'rui-sday morning. The lady examined 
the work, and ‘gave Kllen the money ; but on Tuesday, when the 
child came with the remaining work, she found bvr in great ill 
humour. Upon re-examining the shirts, she had discovered that if* 
some important respects they differed from directions she meant to 
have given, and supposed she had given; and, accordingly, she 
vented her displeasure on Kllen. 

** Why didnx you make these shirts as ! told you T said she, 

sharply. 

“ \Vc did/' said Ellen, mildly ; M mother measured by the pattern 
ever* part, and rut them herself/* 

** Vour mother must be a fool, then, to make ♦urh a pimeof work, 
I wish you would just take them back and alter them over and 
the lady proceeded with the direction*, of which neither Ellen nor 
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her mother till then had had any intimation. Unused to 6tich 
language, the frightened Ellen took up her work and slowly walked 
homeward. 

“ O, dear, how my head does ache!” thought she to herself ; “ and 
poor mother ! she said this morning she was afraid another of her 
sick turns was coining on, and we have all this work to pull out and 
do over." 

“See here, mother.*’ said she, with a disconsolate air, as she 
entered the room; “Mrs. Kudd says, take out all the bosoms, and 
rip off all the collars, and fix them quite another May. $he 
aays they are not like the pattern she sent ; but she must have 
forgotten, for here it is. Ix>ok, mother; it is exactly as we made 
them.” 

*• Well, my child, carry back the pattern, and show her that it 
is so.** 

“ Indeed, mother, she spoke so crocs to me, and looked at me so, 
that 1 do not feel as if I could go back.” 

“I will go for you, then.” said the kind Maria Stephens, who had 
been sitting with Mrs. Ames while Ellen was out. “ I Mill take the 
pattern and shirts, and tell her the exact truth alnnit it. 1 am not 
afraid of her.” Maria Stephens Mas a tui lores*, who rented a room 
on the same floor with Mrs. Ames, a cheerful, resolute, go-forward 
little body, and ready always to gi\e a helping hand to a ncighl*our 
in trouble. So she took the pattern ami shirts, uml set out on her 
minion. 

Hut poor Mrs. Ames, though she professed to take a right view of 
the matter, and was very (‘artiest in showing Ellen why she ought 
not to distress herself about it, still felt a shivering sense of the 
hardness and unkindness of the world coming over her. The bitter 
tears would: spring to h**r ejes, in spite of every effort to suppress 
them, as she sat mournfully gazing on the little faded miniature 
before mentioned. “ When* was alive, 1 never knew what 
poverty or trouble was.” was the thought that ofeen passed 
through her mind. And how mauy a poor forlorn one has thought 
the same f 

Poor Mn. Ames was couflned to her bed for most of that week. 
The doctor gave absolute directions that she should do nothing, and 
keep entirely quiet— a direction very sensible indeed in the chamber 
of eaae and competence, hut hard to be observed in poverty and want. 

What pain* the kind and dutiful Ellen took that wwk to make 
her mother feel easy! How often she replied to her anxious 
questions. 44 that she was quite well,” or “ that her head did not 
ache mwc\r* and by various other evasive expedients the child tried 
to persuade herself that she was speaking the truth. And daring 
the times her mother slept, in the day or evening, she accomplished 
one or two pieces of jdain work, 'with the price of which she 
expected to surprise her mother. 

ft was* towards evening when Ellen took her finished work to the 
elegant dwelling of Mrs. Page. “ 1 shall get a dollar for this/* said 
she ; “enough to pay for mother’s wine ami medicine/’ 
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u This work is done very neatly," said Mrs. Page, “and hfw is 
some more 1 should like to have* finished in the same way." 

Kllen looked up wistfully, hoping Mrs. Ihtge was going to pay 
her for the last work. Hut Mrs. Page was only searching a drawer 
for a pattern, v. hirh she put into Ellen's hand*, and after explaining 
how >h>- wanted her work done, dismissed her wit hoot saying a 
word nUnjt the exacted dollar 

Poor Kllen tried too or three tim«*s, as she was going out, to turn 
round and a*k for it; hut before sh»* could decide what to say, she 
found heraeif m the street. 

Mi's. Page was an amiable, kind -hearted woman, but one who 
was UMii to large sums of money that she did not realise how 
urea* an atTair a single dollar might serin to other persons. For 
this reason, when Kllen had worked incessantly at tne new work 
put into her hands, that she might get the money for all together, 
she again disappointed her in the payment. 

“ 1 11 send the money round to-morrow," said she, when Kllen at 
last found courage to ask for it. Hut to-morrow came, ami Kllen 
was forgotten; and it was not till after one or two applications 
more that the small sum was paid. 

Hut these sketches are already long enough, and let u* hasten to 
close them. Mm. Arnes found /literal friends who could appreciate 
and honour her integrity of principle and loveliness of character, 
nnd by their assistance nh»* wa<* raised to *»*«• more prosperous data; 
and she, and the d.iuat - Kllen. and warm-hearted Mary were 
enabled to have ,1 home and fireside of their own, and to enjoy 
something like the return of their lormer prosperity. 

We have given these sketches, drawn from real life, because we 
think there is in general tun little consideration on the part of those 
who give employment to tl»o*c tu situations like the widow here 
described. The giving of employment t* a very important branch 
of charity, inasmuch as it assists that rlasa of the p«H»r who are the 
most deserving. It should be looked on in this light, and the 
arrangements of a family 1 m* so made that a suitable compensation 
c.»n Ik* given, and prompt and cheerful payment l*e made, without 
the dread of transgressing the rules of ec*womy. 

It U letter to teach our daughters to do without ex prosier 
ornaments or fashionable elegancies ; better even to deny ourselves 
the pleasure of targe donations or direct subscriptions to poWie 
charthew, rather than to curtail the small stipend of her whoa* 
“ candle goeth not out by night/* and who labours with her needle 
for herself and the helpless fear ernes dependent on her exerting*. 


THE TWO ALTARS, OR TWO PinTRFS IK OKE, 

I. THr. ALTA* or UfcKBTY, oa I77fl. 

Tub well sweep of the old hota*<» on the bit! was rcTwrred, dark 
and clear, against the reddening sky, as the early winter son wag 
going down in the west. It was a brisk, clear, metallic evening; 
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the long drift* of snow blushed crimson red on their tops, ami lay 
in shade* of purple and lilac in the hollows ; and the old wintry 
wind brushed shrewdly along the plain, tingling people’s noses, 
blowing open their cloaks, puffing in the back of their necks, and 
showing other unmistakable indications that he was gettiug up steam 
for a real roistering night. 

“Hurrah ! How it blows! ” said little Dick Ward, from the top 
of the mossy wood pile. 

Now Dick had been sent to said wood pile, in company with bis 
little sister Grace, to pick up chips, which, everybody knows, Mas 
in the olden time considered a wholesome and gracious employment, 
and the peculiar duty of the rising generation. Hut said Dick, 
being a boy, had mounted the wood pile, and erected there a flag- 
staff. on which he was busily tying a little red pocket-handkerchief, 
occasionally exhorting Grace 44 to Ik? sure and pick up fast.” 

“ O, yes, 1 will,” said Grace; “but you see the chips have got 
ice on 'em, and make my hands so cold !” 

“ O, don’t stop to suck your thumbs! Who cares for ice ? Pick 
away, I soy, while 1 set up the flag of liberty." 

So Grace picked a nay as fast as she could, nothing doubting hut 
that her cold thumbs were in some mysterious sense an offering on 
the shrine of liberty ; while soon the red handkerchief, duly secured, 
fluttered aud snapped in the brisk evening wiud. 

“Now you must hurrah. Grade, aud throw’ up your bonnet,” 
said Dick, os he descended from the pile. 

“ Hut won’t it lodge down in some place in tins wood pile 'i ” sug- 
gested Grace, thoughtfully. 

“O, never fear; give it to me, and just holler now. Grade, 
4 Hurrah for liberty;’ und we’ll throw up your bonnet and my 
cap ; and yre’ll play, you know, that we are a whole army, and I’m 
General Washington.” 

So Grace gave up her little red hood, and Dick swung his cap, 
and up they both went into the air: and the children shouted 
aud the flag snapped and fluttered, aud altogether they had a merry 
time of it. Hut then the wind— good-for-nothing, roguish fellow ! 
— made an ungenerous plunge at poor Grace’* little hood, and 
snipped it up in a twinkling, aud whisked it off, off, off,- fluttering 
anti nobbing up and down, quite across n wide, waste, snowy field, 
and finally lodged it on the top of a toll, strutting rail, that was 
leaning, very independently, quite another way from all the other 
rail* or the fence. 

44 Now see. do see !” said Grace ; “ there goes my bonnet. What 
will Aunt Hitty say ?’ and Grace !>egau to cry. 

** Don't you cry, Graeie; you offered it up to liberty, you know 
it's glorious to give up everything for liberty.” 

44 O. hut Aunt Hitty won’t think kj ” 

44 Well, don’t cry, Graeie, you foolish girl ! Do you think I can’t 
get it f m Now, only play that that great rail is a fort, and your honuct 
» a prisoner in it, and see how quick I’ll take the fort and get it !*' 
and Dick shouldered a stick and started off. 
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‘ What upon keep* those children *o long? I should think 
they were chips!’’ said Aunt M chela lx- 1 ; “the fire'* jnt 

a going out under the tea-kettle.” 

By thin tune (trace had lugged her heavy basket to the door, ami 
was stamping the snow off her little feet, which were so numb that 
she needed to stamp, to U» quite sun* they were yet there. Aunt 
MehetalM' Is shrewd face was the first that greeted her as the door 
opened. 

“tiracie —what upon ;•'-(■» /— w ipe sour nose, child ; your hand* 
are frozen. Where alive is Dick and what’s kept you owt a)) 
ibis tune 'i— and where's jour Iwmnct ?” 

IN*»r (*raee. stunned by this cataract of questions, neither wiped 
her nose nor gas*- any answer, hut sidled up into the warm corner, 
when- grandmamma was knitting, and U*gan quietly rubbing ami 
blow ini* her finders, while the tears silently rolled dowu her cheek*, 
as the fire made the former ache intolerably. 

“ I'oor little dear said grand mamma, taking her hand* in her*: 
** 1 1 it tv shan’t «*u!d yon. (iramlma knows you've been * good 
girl -the wind blew jxior Gnirie's bonnet away " and grandma mm* 
wiped l*otl» e\ es and nos**, and ga\r her, moreover, a stalk of dried 
fennel out of her |«>ck«*t ; whereat (irace took heart once more. 

“ Mother always makes finds of ((nay's children.” said Mchctabel, 
puffing zealously under the tea-kettle. ** J here’s a little maple 
sugar in that saucer up there, mother, if you will keep giving it to 
her,' she said, still \j carotids puffing. “And now , (Jraeie/' she 
said, when, after a whib*. the fire teemed in tolerable order, “will 
you answer tny qti«*’i<>n .' Where i« Dick 

*■ (tone over tit the J..t, to get my Unmet.” 

“How came WMir Unmet oil 'f said Aunt MdirlsWl. “I €i*Nl 
it on firm enough.” 

** Dick wai»u-d me to take it off f«»r him, to throw up for liberty,” 
said < trace. 

“Throw up for fiddlestick ! Just one of Disk’s cut-op*; and yoti 
was silly enough to mind him !” 

“ Why , lie put up a flagstaff on the w<*id pile, and a flag to liberty, 
you know, that papa « fighting for. said l.rnre, more confidently, a* 
she saw her quiet, (due-eyed mother, w ho had silently walked into 
the room during the conversation. 

Grace’* mother smiled tad said, encouragingly, ** And what 
then ?*' 

“ Why, be wanted me to throw tip my bonnet and be hi* oft tad 
shout for liberty . and then the wind took it and carried it on, and 
be said ! ought not to be aorry if 1 did lose it— it was an offering to 
liberty.” 

44 And so I did,” said Dick, who was standing ** straight as a 
poplar behind the group ; 44 and I beard it in one of fist her* letter* 
to mother, that we ought to offer up every thing on the altar of 
liberty — and so 1 made an altar of the wood pile T 

44 Good boy!” said hi* mother; “always remember everything 
your father write*, lie ha* offered up everything on the altar w 
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liberty, true enough ; and I hope you, son, will live to do the 
samc^” 

“Only, if I have the hooii and caps tc make,'’ said Aunt llitty, 
“ I hope he won’t offer them up every week — that’s ail !" 

“O, well, Aunt llitty. I’ve got the hood; let me alone for that. 
It blew clear over into the Daddy Ward pasture lot, and there stuck 
on the top of the great rail ; and 1 played that the rail was a tort, 
and besieged it, ami took it." 

“O, yes l you’re always up to taking forts, and any thing ebe 
that noliody wants done. I’ll warrant, now, you left Oracle to pick 
up every blessed one of them clftps.” • 

“ Picking up chips is girls’ work," said Dick; “and taking forts 
and defending the country is men’s work." 

“And pray, Mister Pomp, how long have you been a man?” said 
Aunt llitty. 

“If l uin’t a man, I soon shall he: my head is 'most up to my 
mother's shoulder, and 1 can fire off' a gun, too. I tried the other 
day, when 1 was up to the store. Mother, 1 wish you'd let me 

clean and load the old gun, so that if the Ih itish should come " 

“ Well, if you are so bkr and grand, just lilt me out that table, 
sir," said Auut llitty ; “ for it’s past supper-time." 

Dick sprang, ami had the table out iu a trice, w ith an itbun bint 
clatter, and pul up the leaves with quite an air. His mother, with 
the silent and gliding motion characteristic of her, quietly took out 
the table-cloth anil spread it and began to set the cups and saucers 
iu order, and to put on the plates and knives, while Aunt llitty 
hustled alnuit the tea. 

“ I’ll be glad when the war’s over, for one reason.” said she. “ I’m 
pretty much tired of drinking sage-tea, l\«r one, 1 know.” 

“Well, Aunt llitty, how you scolded that pedlar last week that 
brought along that real tea !*’ 

“To be sure l did. S’ pose I’d be taking any of bis old tea, bought 
of the British t — tling every teacup in his face first." 

“Well, mother,’’ said l)ick, “ I never exactly understood what 
it was about the tea, and why the Boston folks threw it all over- 
board" 

* 4 Because there was an unlawful tax laid upon it, that the govern- 
ment had no right to lay. It wasn't much in itself; hut it was a 
part of a whole system of oppressive meanness, designed to take 
away our rights, and make ns slave* of a forrigu power." 

“ Slaves 1" said Dick, straightening himself proudly. “Father a 
•lave!** 

“ Bat they would not be slaves ! They savr clearly where it would 
all end, and they would not begin to submit to it xu ever so little,*' 
•aid the mother. 

M 1 wouldn’t, if I waa they," said Dick. 

“ Besides," said his mother, drawing him towards her, “it wasn’t 
tor themselves alooe they did it. This is a great country , and it 
will he greater and great er : and it’s very important that it should 
have tow and equal laws, bec am e it will by and by be so great. 
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Th»« country, if it b a five one, will t* a light c.f the world—* 
cit) set mi a hill, that cannot he hid ; and all the (‘pprYwacd and 
distre*M-d from «*th* r o.iii.tnn* shall come here to « nj«»\ njuai right* 
and freedom. Tnb, dear Uv. i» wli> \ our Either ami tint'li-s have 
gone to tight, and why they do stay ‘and tight, though Hod know* 
what t h«*\ Mutter, and and the large bine ey«** of the mother 

were full of tear*. . \ rt a .strong, bright 1* am of pride aud exultation 
shone through those tears 

“Wtil, well. h‘< \ \ . \ o« k „n nlw.i) v t.ok, cv* ry body know r/ r said 
Aui.t Hitty. who had not U*en the Iva*t attentive listener of this 
bttle pat n<‘tn- harangue ; ** l ;;t, y»u *♦ the tea is gutting cold, and 
} omler 1 see the sleigh js at me th.s »r, and John’s couie ; to let’* set 
Up «<ar chair.* •».; >up|M*i\" 

The eh.wtfr Mtr<- ^oon set up, when John, the eldest ion, a lad of 
about tim-eii ei.ti r« i with .» h-tt r. There wasote general eiclama- 
tion. and stret* lung out of ham's low arts it. John threw it into hi* 
mother's lap, the tea-table was forgotten, amt the tea kettle wamgr 
unnotnvd hy the l.re, a* ad hand* now del about mother’s chair to 
hear tin* news. It w.*s from Captain Ward, then in the American 
ani ). at Valley l*’orge. Mrs Ward ran it rmr ha»t«iy, and tbesi 
read it aloud. A tV a words we uui) extract; 

Tnere is still, ” it *.ud, •* much suffering. I luifi given away 
every pair of sits kings you «wujt me. reserving t»« myself only one j 
for I will not U* one whit letter od than the poorest sold icr that 
tights for hi* miii.tr). Poor fellows! it make* my heart ache some- 
times to go round among them, ami see them with their worn clothe* 
and torn shoes, and often (deeding feet, yet cluctful and hopeful, and 
even one witling to d-< hi* v*ry U st. tifnn the *pint of diM'ourage- 
meiit conn's ove* tin- in, particularly at night, when, weary, cold, and 
hungry. the) turn into the.r comfort!- ** huts, no f}»e snow) ground* 
Then sometime* there is a thought of hntm , ate! wirm tm-s. and 
some speak of giving up; hut next morning out come U **bingt*« » 
g. nera 1 orders — little short note, i*ut it’* wonderful the good it doest 
and then they all resolve to hold nu, come what may. There at# 
commissioners going all through the country u» pt« k up supplira. 
If they come to you, i uml not tell you what U» do. 1 know all 
that will he iu vour hearts.” 

M There, children, see what your father suffer*," wild the mother, 

** and what it cents these fxxvr soldier* to gain our liberty.” 

•* Kphraim Scranton told me that the commissioner* had come a* 
far as the Three Mile Tavern, and that he rather ‘spec fed they 'd W 
along here to-night,” said John, as he was helping round the baked 
U«n* to the silent company at the tea -table. 

** To-night ?— do tell, now I" said Aunt Hitty. ’* Then it’s time 
we were awake and stirring. Let's see what can he got.’* 

“ I'll send mylnew overcoat, for one," said John. '* That old one 
is'nt cut up yet, is it. Aunt Hitty 

“ No/ said Aunt Hitty ; “I was laying oat to cut it* over next 
Wednesday, when IV* ire Smith could Ur here to do the lailoriag. 

44 There s the south roosa,” saud Aunt Witty, mmuitg ; M that Ud 
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has the two old Atmt Ward blankets on it, and the great blue quilf, 
and two comforter*. Then mother’s and my room, two pair — four 
comforters — two quilts— the best chamber has got ” 

* 4 0, Aunt Kitty, send all that’s iu the best chamber! If any 
company comes, we can make it up off from our lieds,” said John. 
“ I can send a blanket or two off from my bed, I know;— can’t but 
just turn over in it, so many clothes on, now.” 

44 Aunt Kitty, take a blanket off from our bed,” said Grace and 
Dick at once. 

f i**Well, well, we’ll see,” said Aunt Ilitty, bustling up. 

Up rose grandmamma, with great earnestness, now', and going 
into the next room, and opening a large cedar-wood chest, returned, 
bearing in her arms two large snow-white blankets, which she de- 
posited flat on the table, just as Aunt Kitty was whisking off the 
table-cloth. 

44 Mortal ! mother, what are you going to do?” said Aunt Kitty. 

44 There,” she said, 1 spun those, every thread of ’em, when my 
name was Mary Evans. Those were my wedding blankets, made of 
real nice wool, and worked with roses in ail the corners. I’ve got 
thtm to give ! ” and grandmamma stroked and smoothed the blankets, 
and patted them down, with great pride and tenderness. It was 
evident she was giving something that lay very near her heart ; but 
ahe never faltered. 

“I<a! mother, there’s no need of that,” said Aunt Kitty. 44 I’sc 
them on your own bed, and send tin* blankets off from that : they 
are just as pood for the soldiers." 

“No, I shan't!” said the old lady, waxing 'warm; 'tisn’t a bit 
too good for ’em. I’ll send the very best I’ve got. liefore they' 
shall suffer. Send ’em the best ! ” and the old lady gestured oraton- 
cally. 

They were interrupted by a rap at the door, and two men entered, 
and announced themselves as commissioned by Congress to search 
out supplies for the army. Now the plot thickens. Aunt Kitty 
flew in every direction,-- through entry -passage, meal-room, milk- 
room, down cellar, up chamber,— her cap border on end with patriotic 
aaal; and followed by John, Dick, and Grace, who eagerly bore to 
the kitchen the supplies that she turned out, while Mrs. Ward busied 
hemlf in quietly sorting and arranging, in the beet poesible travelling 
hrder, the various contributions that were precipitately launched on 
the kitchen-floor. 

Aunt Kitty soon appeared in the kitchen with an armful ©f stock- 
ings, which, kneeling on the floor, she began coasting and laying 
ML 

•* There," ahe said, laying down a large bundle on some blankets, 
* that leaves just two pair a-picce all round.” 

M La ! " mid John, ** what s the use of saving two par for me ? I 
can do with one pair as well as father.** 

" Sure enough, mid his mother ; 44 besides, I can knit you another 
pair in n day. 

M And 1 can do with one pair," said Dick, 
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44 Yours will be too small, young master, 1 guew," said one of the 
commissioner*. 

44 \o,‘* said Dick ; 44 I've got a pretty good foot of my own, and 
Aunt llitty will always knit my stockings an inch too long, 'cause 
she says I grow' so. See h*re these will do;" and the boy shook 
his triumphantly." 

44 And mine, too." said Grac«\ nothing doubting, having t>een busy 
all the time in pulling off her little stockings. 

44 Here," she said, to the nun who was parking the things into a 
wide-mouthed sack ; 44 here's mine," and her large blue eyes looked 
earnestly through her tears. 

Aunt llitty dew at her. *' (i««f| litiil ! the child's enuy. Don't 
think the men could wear your stockings - take ’em away ! *' 

Grace looked around with an air of utter deflation, atul began to 
cry. 44 I wanted to give them something," said she. 44 I’d rather go 
barefoot on the *uow all day than not semi ’em anything." 

“(Jive ine the blockings, my child." said the old soldier, tenderly, 
‘ There, I'll take ’em. and show 'em to the soldiers, and tell them 
w hat the little girl said that sent them. And it will do them as much 
good as if they could wear them. They’ve got little girls at home, 
too." Grace fell on her mother's bosom completely happy, and Aunt 
llittv only muttered, — 

fcvery I kwIv d«» v * spile that child ; and no wonder, neither! " 

Soon the old sleigh drove off from the hr own house, tightly packed 
and heavily loaded. And Grace and Dick were creeping op to their 
little U*ds. 

“There's been something pul on the altar of liberty to-night, 
hasn’t there. Dick ? " 

44 Yes, indeed,*' said Dick ; ami looking up to his mother, he said, 
** But. mother, what did you give? ” 

• 4 1 ?" said the mother, musingly. 

44 Yes. you, motllHr ; what have y ou given to the country ? " 

44 All that I have, dears," said she, laying her hands gently on 
their heads— “my husband and my children !" 


H. THE ALT A H OF , OR ISfiO. 

The setting sun of chill December lighted up the solitary front win- 
dow of a small tenement in .Street, in Boston, which w* now 

have occasion to visit. As wc push gently aside the open door, w« 
gain sight of a small room, clean as busy hands can make it, where 
a neat, cheerful young mulatto woman is busy at an ironing- table 
A basketful of glossy -bosomed shirts, and fault Jet# collars and 
wristbands, is beside her, into which she is placing the last few items 
with evident pride and satisfaction. A bright black-eyed hoy, httt 
come in from school, with his satchel of books over his shoulder, 
stands, rap m hand, relating to his mother how hr has blew at tbs 
head of his class, and showing his school-tickets, which his mother, 
with untiring admiration, deposits in the little real china teapot 
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— which, as being the most reliable article of gentility. is made 
the deposit of all the money and most especial valuables of the 
family. 

“ Now, Henry.” says the mother, “ look out and see if father is 
coming along the street and she begins filling the little black tea- 
kettle, which is soon set singing on the stove. 

From the inner room, now, daughter Mary, a well-grown girl of 
thirteen, brings the baby, just roused from a nap, and very impatient 
to renew his acquaintance with his mamma. 

“ Mess his bright eyes ! — mother will take him,” ejaculates the 
busy little woman, whose hands arc by this time in a very floury con- 
dition, in the incipient stages of wetting up biscuit, — “ in a minun* 
and she quickly frees herself from the flour and paste, and deputing 
Mary to roll out her biscuit, proceeds to the consolation and succour 
of young master. 

“ Now, Henry,” says the mother, “ you'll have time, before supper, 
to take that basic et of clothes up to Mr. Slieldin’s; put in that nice 
bill that you made out last night. I shall give you a cent for every 
hill you write out for me. What a comfort it is, now, for one’s chil- 
dren to he get tin* learnin* so! ” 

Henry shouldered his basket, and passed out the door, just as a 
neatly dressed, coloured man, walked up, w ith his pail and white- 
wash brushes. 

“ O, you\e come, father, have you ? Mary, are the biscuits in ? 
You may as well set the tabh\ now. Well, (ieorge, what’s the 
news 

u Nothing, only a pretty smart day’s work. I’ve brought home 
five dollars, and shall have as much as I can do, these two weeks;” 
and the man. having washed his hands, proceeded lo count out his 
change oil the ironing -table. 

** Well, it takes you to bring in the money,” said the delighted 
wife ; '• nobody but you could turn off that much in a day.” 

“Well, they do say — those that’s had me once— that they never 
want any other hand to take hold in their rooms. I s’pose it* a 
kinder practice I’ve got, and kinder natural!” 

“Tell ye what,” said the little woman taking down the 
family strong l*»x,- to wit, the china tea-pot aforenamed, — and 
pouring the content* on the table, “ we’re getting mighty rich, now ! 
We can afford to get Henry his new Suuday cap, and Mary her 
mousseline-de-laine dress -take care, bn by, you rogue !” she hastily 
interposed, a* young master made a dive at a* dollar hill, for hia share 
in the proceeds. 

• 4 He want’s something, too, l suppose,” said the father ; “ let 
him get his hand in while he’s young.” 

The baby gated, with round, astonished eyes, while mother, with 
tome difficulty, rescued the bill from his grasp ; but, before any one 
could at jitl anticipate hi* purpose, be dashed in among the small 
change with such teal as to send it flying all over the table. 

•* Hurrah ! Hob’s a smasher !” said the father, delighted ; “ he’ll 
make it fly, he thinks and, taking the baby on his knee, be 
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langhed merrily, as Mary and her mother pursued the rolling win 

all ov»*r the 

** II.- know s now, aw well aw can N\ that he w lieen doing mischief/’ 
said the delighted mother, aw the Ua!»y kicked and crowed up- 
roariously : *• he’s Mich a forward child, now, to In* only m mouth# 
old. O. youv’e no idea, father, how fni*chievoujt hr g-nw*;" and 
therewith tlie little woman began to roll and tumble the tittle 
mischief-maker about. uttering divers frightful threat*, which 
appear* d to contribute, in no small decree, to thr genera! hilarity. 

•‘Come, com*’, Mary.” said the mother, at Inst, with a sudden 
htirwt of recollection; ")'hi mustn't In* always on your knee# 
b*oli*.p with this • tnld ! l/*«*k m the ov»-?j at them biscuit* *’ 

“ I'll -v’re done e*,u tly , mother jum the brown!” and, with the 
word, tin- mother dumped baby on to his father s kno, where lie Nit 
contentedly munching a very ancient .ciu.st of hr. ad, occasionally 
linp-ov Hi 1 ; the flavour there**! by rubbing it on his hither'* coat 
sleeve. 

** Wh.tl have von got in that blue dish, there V* said George, 
when the whole little circle were seated abound the table. 

**\V«ll. now. what ’■ you mij jmcm* ; *a;d the little woman, 
delighted- "a quart of nice ovMrr* ju-t fora treat, you know, 1 
wouldn't tell v*»n till this mil. ufe/' said *he, raising the cover. 

" Well," Mini George, •• »<• Inith work hard for our money, and we 
<loii't owe anvUnW a c«*nt . and why shouldn’t we havfour treat#, 
now anti then, as wl! a* rs« h fV rl k w !-'* 

Ami gaily pa***«-d tin- *nj p» r hour ; the tea-kettle #ung, the baby 
crowe*l, and ail ih.itnd and laughed abundantly. 

*• I’ll tell you." raid George, wiping hi* mouth; “wife, the*** 
times are unite* another thing fr**m what it used to !w* down in 
Georgia I remember then old ma*’r used to hire me out bv thw 
year; ami one fun*’. 1 remend* r, I came and paid him in two 
hundred dollar* -ev *Ty emit 1 d taken. Hr jn*t looked it over, 
counted it. and put it in hu po« ketUok, and *awJ, * Ymt are a pood 
boy, George' and he gave im- a >// * :Un V * 

“ I want to know, now !” »aid hi# wife, 

“ Yes, hr did, and that wa* every cent l ever g«*t of it ; and, I Util 
von. I was mighty l*ad off for clothe*, them time*.” 

•* Well. well, th* I>*rd be praised, they’re aver, ami you are *» a 
free country now !** said the wife, a* »he mw thoughtfully from til# 
tabic, and "bnwight her husband tin- grew t Bible. The little ciirla 
were ranged amend the stove f *«r evening prayer*. 

“Henry, my bov, you must read— you are n better reader than 
vmir Giber — thank fetwl, that let you Irani early !" 

The >»»*, with a cheerful readme**, read, ** The Ixtrd it my 
Shepherd.'' and thr mother gemly atilM the ntn*r baby, to listen 
to the holy word*. Then all kneeled, while the father, with fimpla 
(arootom, pwrel out hi* ami to ( *od 

They had but just risen the wrmi* of Christian hope and trust 
scarce died on their h» ! the d*#>r vi» bunt open, and taro 

men entered ; and one of them, advancing, laid bis band on the 
fathers shoulder. ** This is the fellow,* mid be. 
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“ You are arrested in the name of the United States !” said the 
other. 

“Gentlemen, what is this?” said the poor man, trembling. 

“ Are you not the property of Mr. B. } of Georgia ?” said the 

officer. 

“ Gentlemen, I’ve been a free, hani -working man these ten years.” 

“Yes ; but you are arrested, on suit of Mr. B., as his slave.” 

Shall we describe the leave taking — the sorrowing wife, the dis- 
mayed childreu, the tears, the anguish, that simple, honest, kindly 
home, in a moment so desolated? Ah, ye who defend this because 
it i* law, think, for one hour, what if this that happens to your poor 
brother should happen to you ! 

It was a crowded court-mom, and the man stood there to be tried 
— for life? — no; but for the life of life — for liberty! 

Lawyers hurried to and fro, buzzing, consulting, bringing 
authorities, — all anxious, zealous, engaged, —for what? To save 
a fellow-man from bondage ? No ; anxious and zealous lest he 
might escape; full of zeal to deliver him over to slavery. The 
poor man's auxiotis eyes follow vainly the busy course of affairs, 
from which he dimly learns that he is to be sacrificed — on the altar 
of the Union ; and that his heartbreak and anguish, and the tears of 
his wife, and the desolation of his children are. in the eyes of these 
wcll-in form# men, only the bleat of a sacrifice, bound to the 
horns of the glorious American altar! 


Again it is a bright day. and business walks brisk in this market. 
Senator and statesman, the learned and patriotic, are out, this day, 
to give their countenance to an edifying, and impressive, and truly 
American spectacle — the sale of a man ! All the preliminaries of 
the scene are there ; dusky-browed mother*, looking with *ad eyes 
while speculators are turning round their children, looking at their 
teeth, and feeling of their anus ; a poor, old, trembling woman, 
helpless, half blind, whose last child is to be sold, holds on to her 
bright bov with trembling hands. Husbands and wives, sisters and 
friends, ail soon to be scattered like the chaff of the threshing-floor 
look sadly on each other with poor nature s last tears ; and amoug 
them walk brink ly, glib, oily politicians, and thriving men of law, 
letters, and religiou, exceedingly sprightly, and in good spirit* -for 
why? — it isn’t <Acy that are going to be sold; it’s only somebody 
else. And to they are very comfortable, and look on* the whole 
thing as quite a matter-of-course affair, and, as it is to be conducted 
to-day, a decidedly valuable ami judicious exhibition. 

Anti now, after so many hearts and souls have been knocked and 
thumped this way and that way by the auctioneer's hammer, comes 
the iWracfue part of the whole; and the husband and father, whom 
we taw in itia simple home, reading and p ns ring with his children, 
and rejoicing in the joy of hit poor igiforant heart that be lived in a 
free country, is now set up to he admonished of his mistake. 

Now there is great excitement, and pressing to see, and exultation 
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and approbation ; for it is important and interesting to see a mm 
put down that has tried to he a ?><e m iu. 

“That's he, is it? Couldn't come it, could he?** says one. 

“No; and he will never come it, that’* more,’* **a>* another, 
triumphantly. 

** l don’t generally take much interest in scenes of this nature.'* 
says a grave representative; “hut I came here to-day for the sake 

of the firm- •/»(’«■ /" 

“ Cent humn," says the auctioneer, “we’ve got a specimen here 
that sonic of your northern abolitionist* would give any price for; 
birt they shan't have him! no! sc’u looked out for that. 'The 
man that buys hitn must give bonds never to sell him to go north 
again !" 

“<»o it!" shout the crowd; “ good ! good! hurrah!** “An 
impressive idea!" says a senator; “a noble maintaining of 
principle !" ami the man is bid off, and the hammer falls with a 
last rradi on his heart, his ho|»e%, his manhood, and he lies a 
bleeding wreck on the altar of Liberty ! 

Such was the altar iu 177b; such is the altar in 1850 ! 


A S* IIul.AU’S AHVKX1THKS IN TI1K COlMmtY. 

“ I> we could only live in the country said my wife, “how much 
ea-ier it wntibl I** to live! " 

“ And how much cheaper!” *aid 1. 

“To hare a InjW* place of our own, and raise our own things!** 
said my w ife “ IVar me ! I am heart sick wh*n I think <»f the old 
place at home, and father’* great garden. What peaches and melons 
we used to have! what green pea* and corn ! Now our lias to bur 
every cent’s worth of the** thing* and how they taste ! Hucb 
wilted, miserable corn! Such peas! Then. if we lived in the 
country, we should have <»ur own cow, and milk and cream in ahum* 
dance , our own heus and chickens. We could have custard and ios 
cream every day,” 

“ To say nothing of the trees and flowers, and all that,” said I. 

The result of this little domestic duet was, that my wife and I 

began to ride a»*»ut the city of to look up some pretty, inta- 

renting n*tiage, where our visions of rural bliss might he reaiiacd. 
Country r**%idei*c»*a» near ttte city, we found to hear rather a high 

f »riec ; l*» that it was no easy matter u* find a situation suitable to the 
ength of our purs** ; till, at last, a judicious friend suggested a happy 
expedient. 

•* HofTow a fow hundrei," In* said, *• and give your note; you can 
save enough, very soon, to make the difference. When you raise 
everything you eat, y<m know it will make your salary go a won- 
derful deal fanher.” 

•♦Certain*) it will,” laid I. “ And what can he more beautiful 
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than to buy place* by the simple process of giving one’s note ? — ’tis 
so neat, and handy, and convenient !” 

“Why,” pursued my friend, “there is Mr. R, my next-door 
neighbour — *ti# enougli to make one sick of life in the city to spend 
a week out on his farm. Such princely living as one gets ! And he 
assures me that it costs him very little — scarce anything perceptible, 
in fact.” ’ 

“ Indeed V* said I ; "few people can say that.” 

“ Why,” said my friend, “ he has a couple of peach-trees for every 
month, from June till frost, that furnish as many peaches as he, and 
his wife, and ton children can dispose of. And then he has graphs, 
apricots, &e. ; and last year his wife sold fifty dollars’ worth from 
her strawberry patch, ami had an abundance for the table besides. 
Out of the milk of only one cow they had butter enough to sell three 
or four pounds a week, besides abundance of milk and cream; and 
madam has the butter for her pocket-money. This is the way 
country people manage," 

“Glorious!” thought I. And my wife and I could scarce sleep 
all night for the brilliancy of our anticipations! 

To be sure our delight was somewhat damped the next day by the 
coldness with which my good old uncle, Jeremiah Standfast, who 
happened to arrive at precisely this crisis, listened to our visions. 

“ You’ll find it }4cn»mt i children, in the summer-time,” said the 
hard-fisted old roan, twirling his blue-checked pocket-handkerchief; 
“ but I’m sorry you’ve gone in debt for the land.” 

“ O, but we shall soon save that— it’s so much cheaper living in 
the country !” said both of us together. 

“Well, as to that, I don’t think it is to city -bred folks.” 

Here I broke in with a flood of accounts of Mr.'B.’s peach-trees, 
and Mrs. R’s strawberries, butter, apricots, Ac., &c. ; to which the 
old gentleman listened w'ith such a lonp, leathery, unmoved quietude 
of visage as quite provoked me, and gave me the worst possible 
opinion of his judgment. I was disappointed, too ; for, as he was 
reckoned one of the best practical farmers in the county, I had 
counted on an enthusiastic sympathy with all my agricultural designs. 

“I tell you what, children," he said, “a body can live in the 
country, as you say, amaxin* cheap ; but then a body must knotr hwr” 
— and my uncle spread his pocket-handkerchief thoughtfully ou 
upon his knees, and shook his head gravely. 

I thought him a terribiy slow, stupid old body, and wondered how 
I had always entertained so high an opinion of his sense. 

“He is evidently getting old,” said I to my wife; “ his judgment 
is not what it used to be.” 

At all events, our place was bought, and we moved out, well 
pleased, the first morning in April, not at all remembering the ill 
savour of that day for matters of wisdom. Our place was a pretty 
cottage, about two miles from the city, with grounds that had been 
tastefully laid out. There was no lack of winding paths, arbours, 
flower-borders, and rosebushes, with which my wife was especially 
pleased. There was a little green lot, strolling off down to a brook, 
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with a thick prove of tree* at the end. whore nor cow was to be 
pa«fnrv !. 

The first or two wont <•» happily enongh in setting owr 

litth* now pot of a Ihucm* into (runnoi and good order ; for. as it 
bad b*<‘ii bmp fir -.ilc. of course there was any amount of little 
repairs that had Wu-u left toarnns' the Insure hours of the purchaser. 
Here a doorstep had given away, and needed replacing; there a 
shutter hum.' h‘o-*e. and wanted a lung*-; abundance of plaiur needed 
setting; and as to painting and papering, there was no end to that. 
Then tn\ wife wanted a door out here. t<> make our hod* room more 
convenient, and a elona elo»rt knocked up there, where no china 
c!o«et he?. ire had hc< a. We »*u-ii ventur.-d on throwing mit a hay 
w indow' from our fitting-room, because w»* had luckily lighted mi 
a work inrui who was *t cheap that it w ,i« an actual saving of money 
to emplo) him And to he sure our darling little cottage did lift 
up its head wonderfully for all this garnudnng and furbishing. 1 
pot up raHy every looming, and nailed up the rosebushes, ami my 
wife got up and watered g< ratmtin*, and both flattered mimlve* 
and each other on our early hours and thrifty hah.ts Hut soon, 
like Adam and Eve in Paradise, we fmtid our little domain to ask 
more hands than ours to pet »t into shape So say* 1 to my wife 
I w ill bring out a gardener w hen I c* .me neat time, and l*e shall 
lay the garden out, and get it into order; and after that, 1 can 
easily keep it by the work of mv leisure honrs." 

(hir gardener was a very Mihhnte sort of man- an Englishman, 
and, of eotirae, used to lay iug out noblemen’* places - and we became 
as puiMihopper# in our own eye* when he talked of loni thil Itt4 
that's i*tate, and tiegan to quc«tinn n* about our carriage drive and 
conservatory ; arfd w> could with difficulty tiring the gentleman 
down to titiv understanding of the humble limits of our cxpeetsttoML 
merely to dress out the walk*, and lay out a kitchen garden, and 
plant 'potatoes, turnips, U*vt*. and tarot*. was quite a descent for 
hith. In fact, so strong were his (esthetic preference*, that he 
persuaded my wife to let hurt dig nil the turf off from a grern 
square opposite the bay window, and to lay it out into divers little 
triangle*, resembling small piece* of pie. together with cirrlea, 
mound*, and various other geometrical ornaments, the planning and 
planting of which anon engross'd my wife’s whole soul. T“h* 
planting of the pot.itoew. beet*, carrot.*, was intrusted to a raw 
Irishman ; for, a* to jw, »*/ confess the troth, 1 began tc f«*r that 
digging did not agree with me. It »* true that I waa exceedingly 
vigorous at first, and actually planted with my own hand* two m 
three long nvi of potatoes ; after which I got a turn of rheumatism 
in ms shoulder, which lasted me a week, Stooping down to plant 
licet* and radishes gave me a vertigo* so that I waa obliged to 
content myself with a general superintendence of the garden; that 
is to say. I charged my Englishman to *ee that my Irishman did 
hi* date properly, and then got on to my bom and rtHe to the 
city. But about one part of the matter. I moat aay, I waa not 
remiss; and that U, in the purchase of *eed and garden utettfik. 
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Not a day pawed that I did not come home with my pockets stuffed 
with choice seeds, roots, &c. ; and the variety of my garden utensils 
was unequalled. There was not a pruning-hnok. of any pattern, 
not a hoe, rake, or spade, great or small, that 1 did not ha\e speci- 
mens of; and dower-seeds and bulbs were also forthcoming in 
liberal proportions. In fact, I had opened au account at a thriving 
seed store; for, when a man is driving business on a large scale, it 
is not always convenient to hand out the change for every little 
matter, and buying things on account is as neat and agreeable a mode 
of acquisition as paying hills with one’s notes. 

• 4 You know we must have a cow ,” said my wife, the morning* of 
our second week. Our friend the gardener, who had now worked 
with us at the rate of two dollars a-day for two weeks, was at hand 
in a moment in our emergency. We wanted to buy a cow. and he 
had one to sell — a wonderful row, of a real English breed. He 
would not sell her for any money, except to oblige particular 
friends; but as we had patronized him, we should hart* her for 
forty dollars. How much we were obliged to him ! The forty 
dollars were speedily forthcoming, and so also was the com . 

44 What makes her shake her head in that way?’’ said my wife, 
apprehensively, as she oWurved the interesting beast making sundry 
demonstrations with her horns. l hone she’s gentle.” 

The gardener fluently demonstrated that the animal was a pattern 
of all the softer graces, and that this head-shaking was merely a little 
nervous affection consequent on the eiutmrrassmcnt of a new position. 
We had faith to believcalmost anything at this time, and therefore came 
from the barn-yard to the house as much satisfied with our purchase 
as Job with hi* three thousand camels and five hundred yoke of 
oxen. Her quondam master milked her for us the first eveuing, 
out of a delicate regard to her feelings as a stranger, and we fancied 
that we discerned forty dollars’ worth of excellence in the very 
quality of the milk. 

Hut* alas! the next morning oor Irish girl came in with a most 
raefal face. 4 ‘ And is it milking that baste you’d have me be 
after?” she said ; “ sure, aud she won’t let me come near her ?” 

44 Nonsense, Biddy,” said I ; “ you frightened her, perhaps ; the 
cow is perfectly gentle ,” and with the pail on my arm, 1 sallied 
forth. The momeut madam saw me entering the cow -yard, she 
greeted me with a v*ry expressive flourish of her horns. 

44 This won’t d<\” said 1, and 1 stopped. The lady evidently was 
serious in her intentions of misting any personal approaches. I 
cut a cudgel, and putting on a bold face, marched towards her, 
while Biddy followed with her milking-st<oL Apparently, the 
boast saw the necessity of temporising, for she assumed a demure 
expression, and Btddv sat down to milk. 1 stood sentry, and if the 
lady shook her bead, I shook my sticli ; and thus tbe milking opera- 
tion proceeded with tolerable serenity and success. 

44 Theft!” mid 1, with dignity, when the frothing pail was full to 
the brim. 44 That will do, Biddy,” and 1 dropped my stick. Dump ! 
came madam’s heel on tbe aide of tbe pail, sad it flew like a rocket into 
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the air, while the mi iky tlood showered plentifully oner me, am) a new 
broadcloth ruling-coat that ! had assumed for the first time that mom* 
ing. “ Whew !’* said I, os soon as I could Ret tny breath fmtti this 
extraordinary shower-bath ; ** w hat's sit this?* 4 My wife came running 
towards the cow-yard, as I »tt*xl with the milk streaming from my 
hair, filling my eyes, and dropping from the tip of my nose; and she 
and Middy |H*r formed a recitative lamentation over me in alternate 
strophe*, like the « horns in a Greek tragedy. Such was our first 
morning’s fX|*‘rirm*f ; but as we had announced our bargain with 
some considerable flourish of trumpets among our ncighlKnirs and 
friends, we concluded to hush the matter up as much b» possible. 

“These very superior cow* are apt to be coma,” said I; “wo 
must bear with it as we do with the eccentricities of genius ; besides, 
when she gets accustomed to us. it sill he letter.” 

Madam was therefore installed into her pretty pasture lot, and 
my wife contemplat’d with pleasure the picturesque effect of her 
appearance, reclining on the green slope of the pasture lot, or 
standing ankle deep in the gurgling hr<N»k, or reclining under the 
deep shailows of tin* trees. She *a* t in fact, a handsome cow, 
which may account, in part, for some of her sins; and this con- 
sideration inspired me with some degree of indulgence towards Iter 
foibles. 

Hut when 1 found that Middy could never succeed in getting near 
her in the pasture, and that any kind of success in the milking 
operations required my vigorous personal exertions morning and 
evening, th“ matter wore a more serious aspect, ami I Iwgmu to feel 
quite pensive and appreh* ns»ve. it is very well to talk of the 
pleasures of the milkmaid going out in tie* Issimy freshness of th« 
purple Uawn , bill imagine a p*or fellow pulled out of bed on a 
drix/ly, rainy morning, and equipping Imuwlf fora scamper through 
t» wet pasture lot, rope in baud, at the heels of such a termagant at 
mine! In fact, madam established a regular series of exercises, 
which bad all tfc> be gone through Iwforr she would suffer herself to 
l»e captured ; an, first, she would statiou herself plump in the 
middle of a marsh, which lay at the lower part of the lot, and look 
very innocent and absent -minded, as if reflecting on some sentimental 
subject, ** Soke ! Sake ! Stke ! " 1 ejaculate, cautiously tottering 
along the edge of the marsh, and holding out an ear of corn. The 
lady looks gneiov* and come* forward, almost within reach of my 
hand. 1 make a plunge to throw the rope over her born*, and away 
she goes, kicking up mud and water into my face in her flight, 
while I, lasing my balance, tumble forward into the marsh, I pick 
myself up, and, full of wrath, behold her placidly chewing fcrr cad 
on the other side, with the meekest air imaginable, as who should 
say. “ 1 hope you are not hurt sir/* 1 dash through swamp and 
hug furiously, resolving to carry all by a mm. Then 

follows a miscellaneous season of dodging, scampem g, and boprwp* 
ing. among tie trees of the grove, interspersed with MUskt oecs* 
races arrow the hog aforesaid. ! always wondered how 1 
caught her every day ; mad when 1 had tied her head la mm pool 
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and her heels to another, I wiped the sweat from my brow, and 
thought I was paying dear for the eccentricities of genius. A 
genius she certainly was, for besides her surprising agility, she. 
had other talents equally extraordinary. There was no fence that 
she could not take down ; nowhere that she could not go. She took 
the pickets off the garden fence at her pleasure, using her horns as 
haudily as I could use a elaw hammer. Whatever she had a mind 
to, whether it were a bite in the cabbage garden, or a run in the 
corn patch, or a foraging expedition into the flower borders, she 
made herself equally welcome and at home. Such a scampering 
aud driving, such cries of “ Suke. here" and “Sake there,** •;is 
constantly greeted our ears, kept our little establishment in a con- 
stant commotion. At last, when she one morning made a plunge 
at the skirts of mv new broadcloth frock coat, and carried off one 
tlap on her horns, my patience gave out, and I determined to sell 
her. 

As, however, 1 had made u good story of my misfortunes among 
my friend* and neighbours, and amused them with sundry whimsical 
accounts of my various adventures iu the cow -catching line, I 
found, when I came to speak of selling, that there was a general 
coolness on the subject, and nobody seemed disposed to Ik.* the 
recipient of my responsibilities. Iu short, 1 was glad at last to get 
tiftecu dollars lor her, and comforted myself w ith thinking that 1 
had at least gained twenty-five dollars’ worth of experience in the 
transaction, to say nothing of the fine exercise. 

I comforted my soul, however, the day after, by purchasing and 
bringing home to im wife a fine s ^ anil of lives. 

" Your bee, now.' sa\s I, “ is u really classical insect, and breathes 
of Vitgil and the Augustan age —and then she in a domestic, tran- 
quil. placid creature. How beautiful the murmuring of a hive near 
our hone) suckle of a calm summer evening 1 Then they are tran- 
quilly and peaceful!) amassing for us their Mores of swet tuess. while 
the) lull us with their murmur#. What a beautiful image of disin- 
terested benevolence ! ’* 

M) wife declared that I wait quite a }*>et, and the Uclme was 
duly installed near the dower-plots, that the delicate creatures 
might have tin* full benefit of the boueyfhckle and mignoncite. My 
spirit* began to ruse. I bought three ditlereot treatises on the rear- 
ing of boas, and also one or two new patterns of hives, and proposed 
to roar my bees on the most approved model. I charged all the 
establishment to let me know when there was any indication of au 
emigrating spirit, that I might be ready to receive the new swarm 
into my pateut mansion. 

Accordingly, one afternoon, when I was deep in an article that i 
was preparing for the North American Review, intelligence was 
brought roe that i swarm bad risen. 1 was on the alert at oner, 
and discovered, on going out, that the provoking creatures had 
chosen the top of a tree about thirty feet high to settle 4 m. Now 
my hooka had carefully instructed me just how to approach the 
•warm and rover them with a now hive ; but 1 had never comma- 
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plated the possibility of the *warra being, like Ham&u’s gallows, 
forty cubit* high. 1 looked despairing! \ upon the smooth hark tree* 
which ruse, like a column, lull twenty ( W U without branch or twig. 

*" What is to Ih* done ? " >aid 1, appealing to two or throe neigh* 
hour*. At last, at the recommendation of one of them, a ladder vai 
raised against the tree, and, t quipped with a *d»irt outside of ttiy 
clothe*, a green sell over uiy head, and a pair of leather glove* on 
in) hands, i went up with a saw at im girdle to xuw off the branch 
on w hn it they had w illed, and lower it hy n rope to a neighbour, 
similarly equipped, w n<» *t<*»d is low with the lose. 

a M's’ilt of tin* mamtuivre th«- fastidious little insect* won' at 
length burly installed at housekeeping hi my new patent hive, and, 
reducing »u my Mi'T< o, 1 again *,»! down to my article. 

That » venu.g my w.feimd I took tea in our honey suckle arlautr, 
with on i hi tie ones and a friend or two, to whom ! showed my 
treasure*, and expatiated at large on the comfort* and convenience* of 
tin* new patent hive. 

Hut alis tor the hope* of man ! The little ungrateful w ivtehe*— ■ 
what must they do hut take advantage of my oversleeping myself, 
the next morning t > clear out h.r new quarter* without *o much ax 
having iti' 1 a If IV (V! Sjcb was the tact , at eight o'clock 1 found 
tin* new patent hive a* g«-<xl a* ever ; but the bee* 1 have never wen 
from tuat day to tins ! 

“ The ideally lit tie couser vat:v «•* !" said I . “ I believe they have 
never nad a new j i. a from the day* of V irgil down, and are entirely 
unprepared to appreciate improvement*/' 

Meanwhile the Minis began to germinate in our garden, when we 
found, to our chagtm. that, Ut w «i*n John Hull and Paddy, there 
had oeeurre 1 sundry coiifuMoti* in the several dej«artmei»U. Hadidiri 
ha*l In n plants! broadcast, carrot* and beef* arranged m hills, and 
here and there a whole paper of *cid ap|M*ared to have been planted 
Iwwiily. My good old uncle, who. somewhat to my cou fusion, made 
no* a call at this time, wo* greatly di*tre**e»t and scandalised by the 
appearance of our garden. But, hv a deal of fussing, transplanting, 
ami replanting, it wo* got into some shape and order. My unckr 
wav rather trouldrsmue, a* careful old peopb* are apt to be— annoy- 
ing u» by perpetual inquiries of what we gave for this, and that, and 
running up provoking calculalion* on the final cost of matter* ; 
and we begin to wish that hi* v uuu might bw a* short m would be 
convenient. 

Hut wbcu, an taking leave, he promised to send u* a fine young 
cow of his own raising, our hearts rather smote us for our im- 
patience. 

'Taint any of your ne w breeds, nephew," said the old man, 
*■ y et I can *ay that she's a gentle, liking youug crittur, and totter 
worth forty dollars than many a one that's cried up for Ayrshire or 
Durham ; and you shall be quite welcome to her/' 

We thanked him, a* in doty bound, and thought tbauif he «tt 
foil of old-fitfhaoood not warn, ha was no levs fall of kindness and 
good-will. 
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And now, with a new cow, with our garden beginning to thrive 
under the gentle showers of May, with our flower-borders blooming, 
my wife and 1 began to think ourselves in Paradise. But alas ! the 
same sun and rain that warmed our fruit and flowers brought up 
from the earth, like sulky gnomes, a vast array of purple-leaved 
weeds, that almost in a night seemed to cover the whole surface of 
the garden beds. Our gardeners l>oth being gone, the weeding was 
expected to be done by me— one of the anticipated relaxations of my 
leisure hours. 

“ Well,” said I, in reply to a gentle intimation from my wife, 
“ when my article is finished, I’ll take a day ami weed all up clean.” 

Thus days slipped by, till at length the article was despatched, 
and I proceeded to my garden. Amazement ! Who could have 
possibly have foreseen that anything earthly could grow so fast in a 
few days ! There were no bounds, no alleys, no beds, no distinction 
of beet and carrot, nothing but a flourishing congregation of weeds 
nodding and bobbing in the morning breeze, as if to say, “ We hope 
you are well, sir — we’ve got the ground, you see !” 1 began to 

explore, and to hoe, and to weed. Ah ! did anybody ever try to clean 
a neglected carrot or beet bed, or Wild his luick in a hot sun over 
rows of weedy onions! he is the man to feel for my despair! 
How I weeded, and sweated, and sighed ! till when high noon came 
on, as the result of all my toils, only three beds were cleaned ! 
And how disconsolate looked the good seed, thus unexpectedly 
delivered from its sheltering tares, and laid open to a broiling July 
sun ! Every juvenile beet and carrot lay flat down, wilted and droop- 
ing, as if, like me, they had been weeding, instead of being w eeded. 

“ This weeding is quite a serious matter,” said I to my w ife ; 
** the faet is, 1 must have help about it !” • 

41 Just what I was myself thiukiug.” said my w'ife, “My flower- 
borders archil in confusion, and my petunia mounds so completely 
overgrown, that nobody would dream what they were meant for!” 

In short, it w as agreed between us that we could not afford the 
expense of a full-grown man to keep our place ; yet we must 
rciuforce ourselves by the addition of a boy, and a brisk youngster 
from the vicinity was pitched upon as the happy addition. This 
youth was a fellow of decidedly quick ports, and in one forenoon 
made such a clearing iu our garden that I was delighted. Bed 
after bed appeared to view, all cleared and dressed out with such 
oelerity that I was quite ashamed of my own slowness, until, on 
examination, I discovered that be had, with great impartiality, 
pulled up both weeds and vegetables. 

This hopefhl beginning was followed up by a succession of pro- 
ceedings which should be recorded for the instruction of all who 
seek for help from the race of boys. Such a loser of all tools, 
mat and small ; such an invariable leaver-open of all gates, and 
letter-down of bars ; such a personification of all manner of anarchy 
and ill luck, had never before been seen on the estate. His time, 
while l was gone to the city, was agreeably diversified with roosting 
on the fence, swinging on the gates, making poplar-whistles for the 



IN THE COrSTHT. 


193 


children, burning eggs, ami eating whatever fruit happened lobe in 
in which hitter accomplishment h ‘ was certainly quite d it* 
tinguisbed. After about three week* of this k ti>«S of joint gardtuinf, 
we com lulled to dismiss Master Tom from the firm, and employ a 
man. 

” Thing* must 1*- taken care of,” said I, 44 and I cannot do it. 
*Tis out of the question.” And ro the man was secured. 

Hut I am making a long story, and may chance to outrun the 
sympathies of my readers. Time would fall roe to tell of the dif- 
tresses manifold that fell u}*m me of cows dried up by poor milkers i 
oi hens that wouldn’t mo at all, and liens that, despite all law Mid 
reason, would set on one eg.-: ; of hens that, having hatched families^ 
straightway led them into nil maimer of hieh grass and weeds, by 
which means numerous young chirks caught premature colds and 
perished ; and how, when 1, with manifold toil, had driven one of 
these ineouMdernte gadders into a coop, to teach her domestic 
habits, the rats came dowa upon her and slew every chick in one 
night; how my nigs were always practising gymnastic eacrekw* 
out the fence or the sty, and marauding in the garden. I wonder 
that Fourier never conceived the idea of having his garden land 
plJPghcd bv pigs: lor certainly they mauifest quite a dechtsd 
elective attraction for turning up the earth. 

When autumn came, 1 went soberly to market, in the neighbour* 
ing city, and bought my potatoes and turnip* like any other man; 
for. btrtwemi all the various systems of gardening pursued, I was 
obliged to confess that my first horticultural effort was a decided 
failure. Hut though all my rural visions had proved illusive, there 
were some very substantial realities. My bill at the seed store, for 
seeds, roots, and* tool*, for example, had run up to an amount that 
was perfectly unaccountable ; then there were various smaller items, 
such as horW*hoeiiig. carriage-mending for he who lives. in the 
country and does business in the city must keep his vehicle and 
appurtenance*. I bad always prided myself on being an exact man, 
and settling every account, great and small, with the going out of 
the old vear ; but this season 1 found my self sorely put to it. In 
fact, ha«f not I received a timely lift from my good old unde, I 
should have made a complete break down. The old gentleman*# 
troublesome habit of ciphering and calculating, it seems, had led 
him beforehand to foresee that ] was not exactly is* the momt* 
making line, nor likely to possess much surplus revenue to meet IM 
note which 1 had given for my place; and, therefore, he outetly 
paid it himself, as l discovered, when, after much anxiety and soma 
sleepless nights, I went to the holder to ssk for an extension of credit. 

* 4 He was right, after all." said I to my wife ; 44 ' to live cheap in 
the country, a body must kuoa how.* ** 
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Time golden rays of a summer afternoon were streaming through 
the windows of a quiet apartment, where everything was the picture 
of orderly repose. Gently and noiselessly tliey glide, gilding the 
glossy old chairs, polished by years of care; fluttering with flicker- 
ing gleam on the bookcases, by the fire, and the antique China vases 
on the mantel, and even coquetting with sparkles , of fanciful gaiety 
oeer the face of the perpendicular, sombre old clock, which, though 
at times apparently coaxed almost to the verge of a smile, still con- 
tinued its inevitable tick, as for a century before. 

On the hearth-rug lay outstretched a great, lazv-looking, Maltese 
eat, evidently enjoyiug the golden l*»am that fell upon his sober 
aides, and sleepily opening aud shutting his great green eyes, as if 
lost in luxurious contemplation. 

But the most characteristic figure in the whole picture was tha^f 
an aged woman, who sat quietly rocking to and fro in a great cnRr 
by the side of a large round table covered with books. There was 
a ouiet beauty in that placid face that silvery hair brushed neatly 
under the suowy border of the cap. Every hue in that furrowed 
fkcc told some tale of sorrow long assuaged, and passions hushed to 
rest, as on the calm ocean shore the golden-furrowed sand shows 
traces of storms and fluctuations long past. 

On the rouud, green-covered table beside her lav the quiet com- 
panion of her age, the large Bible, whose pages, like the gates of 
the celestial «city, were not shut at all by day, a few old standard 
books, and the pleasant, rippling knitting, whose dreamy, irrespon- 
sible monotony is the best music of age. 

A fair, girlish form was seated by the table ; the dress bonnet had 
fhllen back ou her shoulders, the soft cheeks were suffused and 
earnest, the long lashes and the veiled eyes were eloquent of subdued 
feeling, as she read aloud (Vom the letter iu her haud. It was front 
‘•our Marry/’ a name to both of them comprising all that was dear 
and valued on earth, for lie was “ the only sou of his mother, and she 
a widow yet had be not Iteen always an only oi*e ; flower after 
flower on the tree of her life had bloomed and died, and gradually, 
as waters cut off from many channels, the streams of love had cen- 
tred deeper in this test and only one. 

And, in truth, Harry Sergeant was all that a mother might desire 
or be proud of. Generous, high-minded, witty, and talented, and 
with a strong and noble physical development,* he seemed born to 
command the love of woman. The only trouble with him waa, in 
common parlance, that he was too clever a fellow; he was too 
social, too impressible, too versatile, too attractive, and too much in 
demand for hie own good. He always drew company about him, as 
huwey draws flies, and was indispensable everywhere and to every- 
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body ; and it needs a steady head aud firm nerves for such a one to 
escape ruin. 

Harry '» course in college, though brilliant in scholarship, had been 
critical and perilous. He was a decided favourite with the faculty 
and students ; yef if required a ere at deal of hard winking and admit 
management on tin part of hi* instructors to bring him through 
without infringement of college law* and proprieties : not that be ever 
meant the least harm in his life, but that some extra generous 
impulse. Mune quixotic generosity t vt.i* alway* tumhling him, neck 
and heels, into moucUmJ y ’* M-rnpc*. and making him |»art and parcel 
in every piece of mischief that «tis going »*n. 

\\ ith all this premised, there is no iu«*d to suy that Harry was a 
special favourite with todic* : in tnith, it wn* a r*»ufe*»cd fact 
among his acquaintance*, that. i» herea* dozens of creditable. respect* 
ahle, well-todo young men might Ixmegv female hearts with every 
proper formality, waiting at the gates aud watching at the jhwI* of 
the (hwirs in vain, yet Indore him all gat«i* and passages seemed to 
tlv open of tlieir own accoid. Nevertheless, there »#» in his native 
village one quiet maiden who held alone in her band the kry that 
could unlock his heart m return and carried silently in her own the 
spdithat could fetter that brilliant, restless spirit , and she it was, 
of the thoughtful brow and downcast eye. whom we saw in our 
picture, bending over the letter with his mother. 

That mother Harry lovvd to idolatry. She was to hi* mind an 
impersonation of ail that wav lovely in womanhood, hallowed and 
sainted by age, by wisdom, by sorrow ; and his love for her was a 
Wautiful union of |»rot«i tiv r tend* i nes*, with veneration; and to his 
KUen it seemed thg U**t aud moM sacred evidence of the nobbnes* of 
hi* nature, and of the worth of the heart which he had pledged to her. 

Nevertheless, there was a danger overhanging the heads of the 
three — a little cloud, no bigger than a niah’s hand, rising io the 
horixou of their hope*, yet destined to burst upon them, dark and 
dreadful* in a future day. 

in those scenes of college hilarity where Harry l uni t«eeo so indis- 
pensable, the bright, jtoetic wine-cup had freely circulated, and often 
amid the flash of conv ersation, and the genial excitement of the hour, 
he hail drank freer aud deeper than was best. 

He said, it is true, that be cared nothing for it,— that it was nothing 
to him, — that it never affected him.— and all those thinr* that young 
men always say when the cup of Circe is beginning «* work with 
them. Friends were annoyed, U came anxious, mwmstraWd , but 
lie laughed at their fears, and insisted on knowing himself best. At 
last, with a sodden start and shiver of hi* moral nature, he was 
awakened to a dreadful perception of hi* danger, and reaolvdl on 
decided and determined resistance. During this period he came to 
Cincinnati to establish himself in business, and as at this time the tens* 
prrance reformation was in foil tide of success there, he found every* 
thing to strengthen his resolution : temperance meeungs and speeches 
were all the mode ; young men of the first standing were its patrons 
and supporters ; wine was quite in the vocative, and seemed really in 
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danger of being voted out of society. In such a turn of affairs' 
to sign a temperance pledge and keep if liccamc an easy thing ; 
temptation wa* scarce presented or felt ; he was offered the’ glass in 
no social circle, met its attraction nowhere, and flattered himself that 
he had escaped so great a danger easily and completely. 

His usual fortune of social popularity followed him, and his visit- 
ing circle became full as large and importunate as a young man with 
anything else to do need desire. He was diligent in his application 
to bustdtas, began to he mentioned with approbation by the mag- 
nates as a rising noting man, and had prospects daily nearing pi 
competence and home, and all that man desires — visions, alas ! never 
to be realized. 

For after a while the tide that had risen so high began impercepti- 
bly to decline. Men that had made eloquent speeches on temperance 
had now other things to look to. Fastidious persons thought that 
matters had, perhaps, l>eeti carried too far; and ladies declared that it 
was old aud threadbare, and getting to be cant and stuff; and the 
ever-ready wine cup was gliding hack into many a circle, as if, on 
sober second thoughts, the community was convinced that it was a 
friend unjustly belied. 

There is no point in the history of reform, either in communities 
or individuals, so dangerous as that where danger seems entirely past. 
As long as a man thinks his health failing, he watches, he diets, and 
will umtergo the most heroic self-dcuiul ; but let him once set himself 
down as cured, and how readily does he fall hack to one soft indul- 
gent habit after another, all tending to ruin everything that he has 
before done! 

So in communities. Let intemperance rage, nn\ young men go to 
ruin bf dozens, and the very evil inspires the remedy ; but when the 
trumpet haA been sounded, and the battle set in array, and the victory 
ouiy said and sting in speeches, and newspaper paragraphs, and tem- 
perance odes, and processions, then comes the return wave ; people 
enr Enough ; the community, vastly satisfied, lies down to jdeep in 
its laurels ; and then comes the hour of danger. 

But let not the man who lias once been swept down the stream of 
intemperate excitement, almost to the verge of ruin, dream of any 
point of security for him. He is like one who has awakened in the 
rapids of Niagara, and with straining oar and wild prayers to Heaven, 
forced his boat upward into smoother water, where the draught of 
the current seems to cease, and the banks smile, and all looks beau- 
tiful, and weary from rowing, lays by his oar to rest and dream ; 
be knows not that under that smooth water still glides a current, 
that, while he dreams, is imperceptibly but surety hurrying him 
back • hence there is no return. 

Ham was just in this perilous point ; he viewed danger as long 
past, his self-confidence was fully restored, and in his security he 
wgau to* neglect those lighter outworks of caution which he must 
still guard who does not mean, at last, to surrender the citadel. 

“ Now, girls aud boys,** said Mrs. G. to her cons and daughters. 



“woman, behold thy son!” 1i>7 

who were sitting round a centre table covered with notes of in vita turn, 
and all the preliminary rt rr/rm of a party, “ what shall we have on 
Friday night? — tea, coffee, lemonade, — wine ? of course not.” 

“And why not wine, mamma?” said the young ladies; ** the 
people are beginning to have it ; they had w ine at Mrs. A.'* and 
Mrs. RV 

“ Well, your papa thinks it won’t do,— the boys are member* of the 
temperance society,- and / don't think, girls, it will <fo myself.’* 

There are many good sort of people, by-the-by, who always view 
moral questions in this style of phraseology —not what is nght, but 
what will “ r/u.” 

The girls made an appropriate reply to this view of the subject, by 
showing that Mrs. A and Mrs. R had doue the thing, and nobody 
seemed to make any talk. 

The boys, who thus far in the conversation had f»oen thoughtfully 
rapping their boots with their canes, now interposed, and said that 
they would rather not have wine if it wouldn’t look shabby. 

“Hut it t/ ill look shabby,” said Miss Fanny. “ I unions, you 
know, are scarce to he got for any price, and as for lemonade made 
of syrup, it's positively vulgar and detestable; it tastes just like 
cream of tartar and spirits of turpentine/’ 

“ For my part,” said Kmma, “ I never did see the harm of wine, 
even when people were making the most fuss about it ; to be sure 
ruin and brandy and all that arc had, but wine " 

“ And so convenient to get,” said Fanny ; ** and no decent young 
man ever gets drunk at parties, so it can’t do any harm ; besides, 
one must have something, and, ax I said, it will look shabby not to 
ha\e it.” 

Now, there is* no imputation that young men are so much afraid 
of, especially from the lips of ladies, as that of shahhine** ; and as it 
happened in* this case as most others that the young ladies were the 
most efficient talkers, the question was finally carried on their 
side. 

Mrs. G. was a mild and motherly woman, just the one fitted to 
inspire Noung men with confidence and that home feeling which all 
men desire to find somewhere. Her house was a free-and-easy 
ground, social for most of the young people of her acquaintance, and 
Harry was a favourite and domesticated visitor. 

During the height of the temperance reform, father* and bmthtru 
had given it their open and decided support, and Mr*. G. — always 
easily enlisted for any good movement— sympathised warmly in 
their endeavour*. The great fault was — that too often incident to 
the gentleness of woman — a want of self-reliant principle. Her 
virtue was too much the result of mere sympathy, too little of her 
own convictiou. Hence, when those she loved grew cold towards a 
good cause, they found no sustaining power in her, and those who 
were relying on her judgment and opinions .insensibly controlled 
them. Noth withstanding, she was a woman that al wav# acquired a 
great influence over young men, and Harry had loved and revered 
her with something of the same sentiment that he cherished toward* 
his own mother. 
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It was the most brilliant party of the season. Everything was 
got up in faultless taste, and Mrs. (}. was in the very spirit of it. 
The girls were looking beautifully ; the rooms were splendid; there 
was enough and not too much of light and warmth, and ull were 
doing their best to please and l>e cheerful. Harry was more brilliant 
than usual, and in fact outdid himself. Wit and mind were the 
spirit of the hour. 

44 Just taste this tohay,” said one of the sisters to him; “it has 
just been sent us from Europe, and is said to be a genuine article.” 

44 You know I’m not iu that line,” said Henry, laughing and 
colouring. 

44 Why not ?” said another young lady, hiking a glass. 

44 O, the temperance pledge, you know ! I am one of the pillars of 
the order, a \ cry apostle ; it will never do for me.” 

44 Pshaw ! those temperance pledges are like the proverb, 4 some- 
thing musty,' " said a gay girl. 

44 Well, fmt you said you had a headache the beginning of the 
evening, and you really look pale; you certainly need it as a medi- 
cine,” said Fanny. 4 ‘ I’ll leave it to mamma ; and she turned to 
Mrs. <*., who stood gaily entertaining a group of young people. 

44 Nothing more likely,” replied she, gaily ; “ I think, Harry, you 
have looked pale lately ; a glass of w ine might do you good.” 

Had Mrs. (;. known all of Harry’s past history and temptations, 
and had she not been in just the inconsiderate state that very good 
ladies sometimes get into a» a party, she would sooner have sacri- 
ficed her right hand than to have thrown this observation into the 
scales; but she did, and they turned the balance for him. 

4 * Yon shall l*e my doctor, ' he said, os, laughing and colouring, he 
drank the glass- and where was the harm? One glass of wine 
kills nobody ; and yet if a man falls, and knows that in that glass 
he sacrifice* principle and conscience, every drop may be poison to 
the soul ami i>ody. 

Harry felt at that very' time that a great internal barrier had 
given way ; nor was that glass the only one that evening ; another, 
and another, and another followed ; ids spirits rose w ith the wild 
and feverish gaiety incident to his excitable temperament, and what 
had been begun in tbe society of ladies was completed laic at night 
in the gentlemen’s saloon. 

Nobody ever knew , or thought, or recognised, that that one party 
bad forever undone this young man ; and yet so it was. From that 
night his struggle of moral resistance was fatally impaired ; not that 
he yielded at once and without desperate efforts and struggles, but 
gradually each struggle grew weaker, each reform shorter, each re- 
solution more inefficient ; yet at the close of the evening all those 
friends— mother, brother, and sister— flittered themselves that every- 
thing had gone on so well that the next week Mrs. H. thought that 
it would do to give wine at the party because Mrs. G. had done it 
last week .and no hdrm had come of it. 

In about a year after, the G.’s began to notice and lament the 
habita of their young friend, and all unconsciously to wonder how 
such n fine young man should be so led astray. 
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Harry was of a decided ami desperate nature: his affections and 
lii> moral souse warred a tierce war with the terrible tv rant— the 
maditevs that hail |K>'*se*M-d him; and when at last all hope died out, 
lie determined to avoid the anpush and sliatue of a tliunkard’s lift* 
hy a suicide’s death. Then eame to the trembling, heart-stricken 
mother and beloved one a w ild, incoherent letter of farewell, and he 
disappeared from among the living. 

In the same quiet parlour, where the sunshine still streams 
through flickering leaves it now rested on the polished sides and 
glittering plate of a coffin; there at last lay the wear} at rest, the 
swft, shining gray hair was still gleaming as before, hut deeper 
furrows on the wan cheek, and a wear}, heavy languor over the 
pale, peaceful face, mid that those gray hairs had Ixeu brought 
down in sorrow to the grave. Sadder still was the story on the 
cloudless cheek and lips of the vouug creature txmding in quiet 
despair over her. l*oor Mien 1 her life’s thread, woven with these 
two beloved ones, was broken. 

And mat all this happen?- nay, does it not happen? — just «nch 
things happen to young men among us every da}. And do they 
not lead tu a thousand wavs to sorrows just like lh« se ? And 1* 
there not a responsibility on all who ought to tie the guardians of 
the safetv and purity of the other m*x, to uvi.id setting before them 
the temptation to which so often and so fatally manhood has 
} ielded ? What is a paltry consideration of fashion, compared to 
the safety of sons, brothers, and husbauds? The greatest fault of 
womanhood is slavery to custom; and vet, who but woman make* 
custom? Are not all tin- usages and fashions of polite society more 
her work than that of man ? And let every mother and sister think 
of the mothers. and sisters of those who come within the range of 
their influence, ami sav to themselves, when in thoughtlessness they 
discuss questions affecting their interests, ** Deltoid thjf brother I”-** 

44 He hold thy son !” 


TffK fORAL HINTJ. 

“Thebe is no time of life in which jouug girl* are so thoroughly 
selfish as from fifteen to twentv,” said Kd ward Ashton, deliberately, 
as he laid down a, book he had l*een muling, and leaned over the 
centre table. 

44 You insulting fellow !** replied a tall, briHiaot-lookiny creature, 
who was lounging ou an ottoman hard by, over one of Dickons’ s 
last works. 

“Truth, coz. for all that,” said the gentleman, with the air of 
one who mean* to provoke a discussion. 

“ Now, Kdward, this is just one of y oar wholesale declaraltufML 
for nothing only to get roe into a dispute with you, you know/ 
replied the ladv, “On }our conscience, now, (it you h aveoae,) is 
it not so V* 

“ My conscience feels quite easy, cousin, in subscribing to that 
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sentiment as my confession of faith,” replied the gentleman, Midi 
provoking unwj froid. 

“ Pshaw ! it’s one of your fusty old-bachelor notions. See what 
comes, now, of your living to your time of life without a wife — 
disrespect for the sex, and all that. Heally, cousin, your symptoms 
arc getting alarming." 

“Nny, now, Cousin Florence," said Edward, “you are a girl of 
moderately good sense, with all your nonsense. Now don’t you 1 1 
know you do) think just so too ?” 

“Tbfhk just so too! do you hear the creature?” replied 

Florence. “ No, sir ; you can "speak for yourself in this matter, 

but 1 beg leave to enter my protest when you speak for me too.” 

“ Well, now, where is there, coz, among all our circle a young 
girl that has any sort of purpose or object in life, to speak of, except 
to make herself as interesting and agreeable as possible ? to be 
admired, and to pass her time in ns amusing a way as she can? 

Where will you find one between fifteen and twenty that has any 

serious regard for the improvement and best welfare of those witli 
whom she is connected at all. or that modifies her conduct, in the 
least, with reference to it? Now, cousin, in very serious earnest, 
you have about as much real character, as much earnestness ami 
depth of feeling, and as much good sense, when one can get at it, 
41 * any young lady of them all; and yet, on your conscience, can 
you say that you live with any sort of reference to anybody’s good, 
or to anything but your own amusement and gratification ?” 

“What a shocking adjuration !” replied the lady; “prefaced, 
too, by a three-story complimcn*. Well, being so adjured, l must 
think to the best of my ability. And now, seriously and soberly, I 
don't sec as I am selfish. 1 do all that I have any occasion to do for 
auybody. You know that we have servants to do everything that is 
necessary about the house, so that there is no occasion for my 
making any display of housewifery excellence. And 1 wait on 
mamma if she has a headache, and hand papa his slippers and 
newspaper, and fiud Uncle John’s spectacles for him twenty times a 
day, (no small matter, that,) and then ” 

“But, after all, what is the object and purpose of your life?” 

“Why, I haven’t any. 1 don’t see how I can have any — that is, 
as I am made. Now, you know, I've none of the fussing, baby- 
tending, herb* tea-making recommendations of Aunt Sally, and 
divers others of the class commonly called Indeed,* to tell 

the troth, I thiuk useful persons are commonly rather fussy and 
stupid. They are just like the bouvsct, and hoar hound, and catnip 
—very necessary to be raised in a garden, but not iu the least 
ornamental." 

“And you charming young ladies, who philosophize in kid 
slippers ami French dresses, are the tulips ami roses— very charming 
ana delightful, and sweet, but fit for nothing on earth but parlour 
ornamentr.” 

“Well, parlour ornaments are good in their way,” said the young 
My, colouring, and looking • little vexed. 
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“So you give up the point, then,” said the gentleman, “ that you 
girls are good for just to amuse yourselves, amuse others, look 
pretty, and be agreeable.” 

“ Well, and if we behave well to our parents, and are amiable in 
the family — I don’t know — and yet,” said Florence, sighing, 1 *! 
have often had a sort of vague idea of something higher that we 
might become; vet, really, what more than this is expected of us? 
what else can we do ?” 

“ I. used to read in old-fashioned novels about ladies visiting tho 
sick and the poor,” replied Edward. “You remember Ctelebs iu 
Search of a Wife?” 

“ Yes, truly; that is to say, I remember the story part of it, and 
the love scenes ; hut as for all those everlasting conversations of 
Dr. Harlow, Mr. Stanley, and uoIhhIv knows who else, I skipped 
those, of course. Hut, r* ally, this visiting ami tending the poor, and 
all that, seems very well in a story, where the lady goes into a 
picturesque cott:»g«f, half overgrown with honeysuckle, and finds an 
emaciated, hut still beautiful woman primped up by pillows. Hut 
come to the downright matter of fact of poking a Unit in all these 
vile, dirty alleys, and enteting little dark rooms, amid troops of 
grinning children, and snnllutg codfish and onions, and nobody 
knows what— dear me, my benevolence alwuys evaporates before I 
get through. I’d rather pay anyUnly five dollars a-day to do it for 
me than do it myself. The fact is, that 1 have neither fancy nor 
nerves for this kind of thing.” 

“ Well, granting, then, that you can do nothing for your fellow- 
creatures unless you are to do it in the most genteel, comfortable, 
and picturesque manne? possible, is there not a great field for a 
woman like yon, • Florence, in your influence over your associate*? 
With your talents for convermtion, your tact, ami Mdfq"*fcc**iot), 
and ladylike gift of saying anything you choose, are you not respon- 
sible, in some wim.*, for the influence you exert over those by whom 
you are surrounded ?” 

•* 1 never thought of that.” replied Florence. 

“ Now, you rcmemlwr the remarks that Mr. Fort*?, pit* made the 
other evening on the religious son ice* at church ?” 

** Vw, 1 do; and I thought then he was too bad.” 

•* And I do not suppose there w as one of you ladies iu th* room 
that did not think so too ; hut yet the matter was at! paaaed over 
with smiles, and with not a single insinuation that he had said any* 
thing un pleasing or disagreeahle.” 

** Well, what could we do? One does not want to he rude, you 

know/’ 

“ Do! Could you not, Florence, you who have always taken the 
lead in society, and who have been noted for always being able to 
say and do what you please -could you not have shown him tha 
those remark# were unpleasing to you, as decidedly as you ciftatnly 
w ov’d have done if they had related to the character of four father 
or brother? To my mind, a woman of true moral feeling should 
cnasider herself as much insulted whett her rebrb n is treats! with 



THE CORAL mya. 


202 

contempt as if the contempt were shown to herself. Do yon not 
biuu the power which is given to you \uiiii n u> av.e ai.I restrain 
us in your presence, and to guard tin* sae red ness of things which you 
treat "as holy ? Believe me, Florence, that F»r»es*|ue. infidel as 
he is, would reverence a woman with whom lie dami not trifle on 
sacred subjects.’' 

Florence rose from her seat with a heightened colour, her dark 
eyes brightening through tears. 

1 am sure what you say is just, cousin, and yet I have ne\er 
thought of it before. 1 will — 1 am determined to begin after this, to 
live with some Iretter purpose than I have done.” 

“ And let me tell you, Florence, in starting a new course, as in 
learning to walk, taking tjie first step is everything. Now, 1 hate a 
first step to propose to you.” 

“ Well, cousin — — ” 

'* Well, you know, I suppose, that among your train of adorers 
you number Colonel Elliot Y" 

Florence smiled. 

“And perhaps you do not know, what is certainly true, that . 
among the most discerning and c»k4 part of h»s friends, Elliot is 
consiuefed as a lost man.” 

“Good heavens! Edward, what do you mean?” 

“Simply this: that with all his brilliant talents, his amiable and 
generous feelings, and his success in society, Elliot has not self- 
control enough to prevent his becoming confirmed in intemperate 
habits.” 

“ 1 never dreamed of this,” replied Florence. “ I knew that he 
was spirited and free, fond of society, and excitable ; but never 
suspected anything beyond.” • 

“ Elliot tigs tact enough never to appear in ladies' society when lu- 
ll not in a fit state for it,” replied Edward ; “ but yet it is so.” 

** But is he really so had ?” 

“ He stands just on the verge. Florence ; just where a word fitly 
spoken might turn him. He is a noble creature, full of all sorts of 
fine impulses and feelings : the only son of a mother who dotes on 
him, the idolised brother of sisters who love him as you love your 
brother, Florence; and he stands where a word, a look— so they be 
of the right kind— might save him.” 

“ And why, then, do you not speak to him ?” said Florence. 

* 4 Because 1 am not the best person, F mrcnce. Then? is another 
who can do it better ; one whom he admires, who stands in a position 
which would forbid his feeling angry- ; a person, cousin, whom I 
have heard in gayer moments say that *he knew how to say any thing 
she pleased without offending anybody.” 

**0 Edward!” said Florence, colouring; “do not bring up my 
foolish speeches against me, and do not speak as if l ought to interfere 
in this matter, for indeed I cannot do it i never could in the w orld, 
— I am certain 1 could not,” 
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gone on with your laughing assurance in your own powers of pleating* 
.shrinl; from frying that power when a nohle ami generous heart 
might he saved by it. Vm have beeu willing to venture a great 
deal for the sake of amusing yourself and winning admiration ; hut 
you dare not say a word for any high or nohle purpose. 1X» you 
not see how' you confirm what I said of the selfishness of you 
women ?” 

“ Hut you must remember, Edward, this is a matter of great 
delicacy.” ^ 

“ That word delicacy is a charming cover-.»ll in all these cases, 
Florence. Now, here is a fine, noble-spirited young man, away 
from his mother and sisters, away from any family friend who might 
can* for him, tempted, betrated, almost to ruin, and a few words 
from y ou, said as a woman knows how to say them, might be his 
salvation. Hut you will coldly look on and see him go to destruction, 
because you have too much dtiiranj to make the eflort— like the man 
that would not help his neighbour out of the water because he had 
never had the honour of an intr^Uu tum” 

“ Hut, Edward, consider liow' peculiurlv fastidious Elliot is-~bow 
jealous of any attempt to restrain and guide him.” 

44 And just for that reason it is that men of his acquaintance cannot 
do anything with him. Hut what are you women made with so 
much tact and power of charming for, if it is not to do these veiyr 
things that we cannot do ? It is a delicate matter -true; and has 
not Heaven given to you a fine touch and a fine eye for just such 
delicate matters? Have you not seen, a thousand times, that what 
might be resented as an impertinent interference on the part of a 
man, comes to us as a flattering expression of interest from the lips 
of & woman ? " • * 

44 Well, but, cousin, what would you have me do? How would 
you have me do it?” said Florence, earnestly. 

“ You know that Fashion, which makes so many wrong turns, 
and so many absurd ones, has at last made one good one, and it is 
now a fashionable thing to sign the temperance pledge. Elliot 
himself would be glad to do it, but he foolishly committed himself 
against it in the outset, and now feels bound to stand to bis opinion. 
He has, too, been rather rudely assailed by soiqu of the apostles of 
the new state of things, who did not understand the peculiar points 
of his chapter , in short, I am afraid that be will feel bound to go 
u» destruction for the sake of supporting his own opinion. Now, if 
1 should undertake with him, he. might shoot me; but 1 hardly 
think there is anything of the sort to be apprehended in your case. 
Just try your enchantments; you have bewitched wise men into 
doing looltth things before now ; try, now, if you can't bewitch a 
foolish man into doing a wise thing.” 

Florence smiled archly, but instantly grew more thoughtful. 

“ Well, cousin.” she said, M 1 will try. Though you are liber si in 
your ascriptions of power, yet I can but put the matter to she lest of 
eaperiment,” 
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Florence Elmore was, at the time we speak of, in her twentieth 
year. Horn of one of the wealthiest families in , highly edu- 

cated and accomplished, idolized by her parents and brothers, she 
had entered the world as one boro to command. With much native 
nobleness and magnanimity of character, with warm and impulsive 
feelings, and a capability of everything high or great, she had 
hitherto lived solely for her own amusement, and looked on the 
whole brilluuit circle by which she was surrounded, with all it/s 
various acton*, as something got up for her special diversion. The 
idea of influencing any one, for better or worse, by anything she 
ever said or did, had never occurred to her. The crowd of admirers 
of the other sex, who, as a matter of course, were always about her, 
she regarded as so many sources of diversion ; but the idea of 
feeling any sympathy with them as human beings, or of making use 
of her power over them for their improvement, was one that had 
never entered her head. 

Edward Ashton was nn old-bachelor cousin of Florence's, who, 
having earned the title of oddity, in general society, availed himself 
of it to exercise u turn for telling the truth to the various young 
ladies of his acquaintance, especially to his fair cousin Florence. 
We remark, hy-the-bv, that these privileged truth-tellers are quite 
a necessary of life to young ladies in the full tide of society, and we 
really think it would be worth while for every dozen of them to 
unite to keep a person of this kind on a salary, for the benefit of the 
whole. However, that is nothing to our present purpose ; we must 
return to our fair heroine, whom we lefr, at the close of the last con- 
versation, standing in deep reverie, by the window. 

,J * “ It's more than half true," she said to herself— “ more than 
half. * Here am 1, twenty years old, ami never haw thought of any- 
thing, never done anything, except to amuse and gratify myself ; no 
purpose, no object ; nothing high, nothing dignified, nothing worth 
living for! Only a parlour ornament— heigh ho! Well, I really 
do believe 1 could do something with this Elliot ; and yet how dare 
1 try !" 

Now, my good readers, if you arc anticipating a love story, we 
must hasten to put in our disclaimer ; you are quite mistaken in the 
case. Our fair, brilliant heroine was, at this time of speaking, as 
heart-whole as the diamond on her bosom, which reflected the light 
in too many sparkling rays ever to absorb it. She had, to be sure, 
half in earnest, half in jest, maintained a bantering, platonic sort of 
friendship with George Elliot. She had danced, ridden, sung, and 
sketched with him ; but so had she with twenty other young men ; 
and as to owning to anything tender with such a quick, brilliant, 
restless creature, r.lliot would as soon have undertaken to sentimen- 
talise over a glass of soda water. No; there was decidedly no love 
in tlie case. 

“ What a curious ring that is ! ” said Elliot to her a day or two 
afters as they were reading together. 

"hits knight's ring/ said she. playfully, as she drew it off and 
poiuted to a coral crass set in the gold* “ a ring of the lied crows 
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Knights. Come, now, I’ve a parent mind to bind yon to my amice 
with it.’' 

‘* 1) >, lady fair,” said Klliot, stn telling out his hand for the 
ring. 

“ Know, then,” said she, “ if you take this pledge, that you must 
obey whatever commands I lay upon you in its name.” 

“ 1 swear,” said Klliot, iu the moek heroic, and placed the ring 
on his finger. w 

An evening or two after, Klliot attended Florence to a party ut 
AJrs.Jk’s. Everything wits gay and brilliant, anti there was no hick 
either of wit or wine. Klliot w as standing in a little alcove, spread 
with refreshments, with a glass of wine in his hand. “I forbid it; 
the cup is poisoned !” said a voice in his ear. He turned quickly, 
and Florence was at his side. Every one was busy, with laughing 
arid talking, around, and nobody saw the sudden start and flush that 
these words produced, as Elliot looked earnestly in the lad}’* face. 
She smiled, and pointed phi) full} to the ring; hut, after all, there 
was in her face an expression of agitation and interest which she 
could not repress, ami Klliot felt, however playful the manner, that 
she was iVi r irur*! : and as she glided away in the crowd, he flood 
with his arms foiled, ami his eyes fixed on the spot where she dis- 
appeared. 

“ Is it possible that I am suspected that there are things said of 
me as if 1 wore in danger?” were the first thoughts that flashed 
through his mind. How strange that a man may appear doomed, 
given up, and lost, to the fjc of every looker on, before he begins to 
suspect himself! This was the first time that any defined apprehen- 
sion of hiss of character had occurred to Elliot, and he was startled 
as if from a dredui. 

“ What the deuce is the matter with you, Klliot? .You look os 
solemn as a hearse ! ” said a young man near by. 

44 Has Miss Elmore cut you ?" said another. 

44 Come, man, have a glass,” said a third. 

4 ‘ l**t him alone -he’s bewitched,” said a fourth. 41 I saw the 
spelt iaid ou him. None of us can say but our turn may come 
next.” 

An hour later, that evening, Florence was talking with her usual 
spirit to a group who were collected around her, when suddenly 
looking up, she saw Elliot standing ia an abstracted manner at one 
of the windows that looked out iuio the balcony. 

44 He is offended, I dare say,” she thought, 44 bat what do f cart? 
For once in my life I have tried to do a right thing— a goad thing. 

1 have risked giving offence for less than this, many a time.” Still* 
Florence could not but feel tremulous, when, a few moments after, 
Elliot approached her and offerer! his arm for a promenade. 
They walked up and down the room, she talking volubly, and he 
answering yes and no, till at length, as if by accident, he drew her 
into the balcony which overhung the garden* The mootiWras shining 
brightly, and everything without, in it* placid quietness, co nt rast e d 
strangely « ith the busy, harrying seme within. 
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4 * Mitt* Elmore," «aid Elliot, abruptly, “ may T ask you, sincerely, 
bid you any design in a remark you made to me iu the early part 
of the evening ?” 

Florence paused, and though habitually the most practised and 
self-possessed of women, the colour actually receded from her check 
os she answered, — 

“Yea, Mr. Elliot; I must confess that I had.” 

“And is it possible, then, that you have heard anything?” 

“ I have heard, Mr. Elliot, that which make me tremble for you. 
and for those whose life, 1 know, is Itound up in you ; and, telUims, 
were it well or friendly in me to know that such things were said, 
that such danger existed, and not to warn you of it ?” 

Elliot stood for a few moments in silence. 

“Have I offended? Have 1 taken too great a liberty?” said 
Florence, gently. 

Hitherto Elliot had only seen in Florence the self- posseted, 
assured, light-hearted woman of fashion ; but there was a reality 
and depth of feeling in the few words she had spoken to him, 
iu this interview, that opeued to him entirely a new view iu her 
character. 

"No, Miss Elmore," replied he, earnestly, after some pause: "1 
may be jxnW/, offended I cannot be. To tell the truth, I have been 
thoughtless, excited, dazzled : my spirits, naturally buoyant, have 
carried me, often, too far ; and lately I have painfully suspected inv 
own powers of resistance. I hare really felt that I needed help, but 
have been too proud to confess, even to myself, that 1 needed it. 
Y«mi, Miss Elmore, have done what, perhaps, no one else could have 
d«me. I am overwhelmed with gratitude, and I shall.bless you for it 
to the latest day of my life. 1 am ready to pledge myself to any- 
thing you may ask on this *uhj'‘ct.” 

“Then,” said Florence, “do not shrink from doing what is safe, 
and accessary, and right for vou to do, because you have once said 
yt»o would not do it . You understand me.” 

“ Precisely /* replied Elliot ; “ and you shall be obeyed.” 

It was not more than a week before the news was circulated that 
even George Elliot had signed the pledge of temperance. There 
was much wondering at this sudden turn among those who had 
known his utter repugnance to any measure of the kind, and the 
extent to which he had yielded to temptation ; but few knew how 
fine and delicate had been the touch to which bis pride had 
yielded. 


ART AND NATL’ RE. 

•• Now, girta,” said Mrs. E1U* Grey to her daughters, “ here U a 
letter from George Somers, and be is to he down here next week ; 
ao 1 give yob hir warning.** 

*• Waratngf** said Fanny Grey, looking up from her embroidery 
“what do yon mean by that, mamma t ** 
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“ Now that’s just you, Fanny/' said the elder sister, laughing. 
“ You dear litth* simplicity, you can never understand anything 
unless it is stated as definitely as the multiplication table." 

44 Hut we need no warning jn the case of cousin George, I’m sure/* 
said Fanny. 

“ (Vusin George, to Ik* sun* ! I)o you hear the little innocent? ” 
said Isabella, the sccoud sister. 44 ) suppose, Fanny, you never 
heart! that lie has Ik*cii visiting all the courts of Kurope, seeing all 
the fine women, stone, picture, and real, that are to lie found. Such 
an om ifeur and < 'nmn^rnr !” 

4 ‘ Hesides, having received a fortune of a million or so/’ said 
Kirima. * 4 1 dare say now, Fanny, you thought he was coming home 
to make dandelion chains, and play with button halls, as he used to 
do when he was a little l*oy.” 

“ Fauny will never take the world as it is.” said Mrs. Grey. 44 1 
do believe she will Ik* a child as long as she lives." Mm. Grey said 
this as if she were sighing over some radical defect in the mind of 
her daughter, and the delicate cheek of Fanny showed a tint some- 
what deeper as she spoke, and she went on with her embroidery in 
silence. 

Mm. Grey had lieen left, l*v the death of her husband, sole 
guardian of the three girls whose names have uppeared on the page. 
She was an active, busy, ambitious woman, one of the sort for whom 
nothing is ever finished enough, or perfect enough, without a firw 
touche*, and dashes, and emendations ; and, as such people always 
make a mighty affair of education, Mrs, Grey had made ir» a life's 
enterprise to order, adjust, and settle the character of her daughters ; 
and w'hen we use the word '.We trr t as Mrs. Grey understood it, we 
mean it to include both face, figure, dress, accomplishments, as well 
as those more unessential items, mind aud heart. 

Mrs, Grey had determined that her daughters should be something 
altogether out of the common wav ; and accordingly she had con 
d ucted the training of the two ehfesl with such ae*l and effect, that 
every trace of an original character was thoroughly educated out of 
them. All their opinions., feelings, words, and actions, instead of 
gushing naturally from tbeir heart*, were, according to the most 
approved authority, diligently compared and revised Krema, the 
eldest, was an imposing, showy girl, of some considerable talent, and 
she had been assiduously trained to make a sensation as a woman of 
ability and intellect l/er mind had l*ec« filled with informMtUm on 
all sorts of subjects, much faster than she had power to digest or 
employ it : and the standard which her ambitious mother had set 
for her being rather above the range of her abilities, there was a 
constant sensation of effort in her keeping up to it. In hearing her 
talk you were constantly reminded, 44 I am a woman of intellect— I 
am entirely above the ordinary level of woman /' and on all mfcjaets 
she was so anxiously and laboriously, well and rircumstaatiaJly, 
informed, that it was enough to make one’s head ar be to hear Her talk. 

Isabella, the second daughter wax, /*/*• *xK*iy*> *r, a beauty— -a tall, 
sparkling, Cleopatra 'looking git 1, whose rich colour, darning eye*. 
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and superb figure might have bid defiance to art to furnish an extra 
charm ; nevertheless each grace had been as indefatigably drilled 
and manoeuvred as the memtiers of an artillery company. Eyes, 
lips, eyelashes, all had their lesson ; and every motion of her sculp- 
tured limbs, every intonation of her silvery voice, had been studied, 
considered, and corrected, till even her •fastidious mother could 
discern nothing that was wanting. Then were added all the graces 
of Mira trttrea- all the approved rules of being delighted with 
music, painting, and poetry — and last of all came the tour of the 
continent ; travelling being geuerally considered a sort of pumice- 
stone, for rubbing dow n the varni-h, and gi\iug the very Iast*toiTeh 
to character. 

During the time that all this was going on. Miss Fanny, whom 
wre now declare our heroine, had K*e» growing up in the quietude 
of her mother's country-seat, and growing, as giil> an* apt to, much 
faster than her mother imagined. She was a fair, slender girl, with 
a purity and simplicity of appearance, which, if it be not in itself 
beauty, had all the In st effect of beauty in interesting and engaging 
the heart. 

She hmked not so much beautiful as loveable. Her character was 
in precise correspondence with her appearance; its first and chief 
element was feeling *, and to this add fancy, fervour, taste, enthu- 
siasm, almost up to the point of genius, and just common sense 
enough to keep them aft in order, and you will have a very good 
idea of the miud of Faun) Grey. 

Delightfully passed the da vs with Fanny during the absence of 
her mother, while, w ithout thought of rule or compass, she sang her 
own Kougs, painted tlowers, and sketched landscape's from nature, 
visited sociably all over the village, where she was a great favourite, 
rah about through the fields, over fences, or in the vmkhIs, with her 
little cottage bonnet, and, alutve all, built her own little castles in the 
air, without anybody to help pull them down, which we think about 
the happiest circumstance in her situation. 

Bat affairs wore a, very different aspect when Mrs. Grey with 
her daughters returned from Europe, as full of foreign tust*s and 
notions as people of an artificial character generally do return. 

Poor Fanuy was deluged with a torrent of new ideas ; she heard 
of styles of appearaucc. aud styles of beauty, styles of manner, and 
styles of conversation, this, that, and the <»thcr air. a general effect, 
and a particular effect, and of four huudred and fifty ways of pro- 
ducing an impression — in short, it seemed to her that people ought 
to be of wonderful consequence to have so many thiugs to 
think and to say about the how aud why of every word and action. 

Mrs, Grey, who had no manner of doubt of her own ability to 
make over a character, undertook the point with Faany as sys- 
tematically as one would undertake to make over an old dress. 
Poor Fanny, who had an unconquerable aversion to trying ou 
dresses or Witling points in millinery, went through with moat 
exemplary meekness an entire transformation as to all externals; 
bat when Mrs, Grey set herself at work upon her mind, and tastes. 
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ami opinions, the matter became somewhat more serious ; for the 
buoyant feeling and fanciful elements of her character were as 
incapable of being arranged according tortile as the sparkling water- 
drops are of being strung into necklace* and earring’*, or the gay 
clouds of lieing made into artificial flowers. Some warm natural 
desire or taste of her own was for ever interfering with her mother’s 
rrtjime : some obstinate little “ Fanny istn " would always put up it* 
head in defiance of received custom ; ami, as her mother and sister* 
pathetically remarked, do what you would with her, she would 
always come out herself after all. 

.Afjer trying laboriously to conform to the |w»ttern which wn* 
daily set bef re her. she came at last to lh«* conclusion that some 
natural inferiority must forever prevent her aspiring to accomplish 
anything in that way. 

“ If I can’t be what iny mother wishes. I'll at least In* myself,” 
said she one day to her sister*, “ for, if I try to ulter, f shall 
neither he myself nor anybody else and, on the whole her mother 
and sisters came to the same conclusion. And, in truth, they found 
it a very convenient thing to have one in the family who «a« not 
studying effect, or aspiring to In- anything in particular. 

It was very agreeable to Mrs firry to have a daughter to *»t 
with her when she had the sjek heuduehr, while the other girls 
w ere entertaining company in the draw ing-room below. It w»» 
very convenient to her sifters, to have some one whose dress took so 
little time that she had always a head and a pair of hands at their 
disposal, in ease of any toilet emergency . Then she was always 
loving and affectionate, entirely willing to be out-talked and out- 
shone on every occasion ; and that was another advantage. 

As to IsalH’lla ^nd F.mma, the MMisatiuti that they made in.socicty 
was enough to have gratified a dozen ordinary h> !!*'*». All that 
they said, and did, and wore, was instant and unquestionable* pre- 
cedent ; and vomig gentlemen, ali starch and perfume, twirled tneir 
laced pocket handkerchief*, and declared on their honour ihst they 
knew not which was th* roost overcoming, the genius and wit of 
Miss Emma, or the bright eyes of Miss Isabella ; though it was an 
agreed point that between them lioth, not a heart in the gay world 
remained in its owner's i*#*eaMon a thing which might have a 
serious sound to one who did not know the character of these 
articles, often the most trifling item in the inventory of worldly pos* 
sessions. And alt this w hile, all tbal was said of our heroine was some- 
thing in this way : 4 * I belie re tliere is another sister — is there not V* 

•‘Yes, then* is m quiet little blue-eyed lad who never baa % 
word to say for herself -quite amiable I'm told. ’ 

Now it was not a fact that Mis* Fanny never had a word to my for 
herself. If people has! seen her on a visit at any one. of the houses 
al*»n« the little green street of her native % illage, they might have 
learned that her tongue could go fast enough. 

Hut in lighted drawing-rooms, and among hoaxing vyces, and 
surrounded by people who were always saving thing* because vueh 
things were proper to be said, Fanny was always dizzy, and puzzled. 
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and unready ; and for fear that she would say something that she 
should not’ she concluded to say nothing at all ; nevertheless, she 
made good use of her eyes, and found a very quiet amusement in 
looking on to see how other people conducted matters. 

• * * * * 

Well, Mr. George Somers is actually arrived at Mr?. Grey's 
country-seat, ami there he sits with Miss Isabella in the deep recess 
of that window, where the white roses are peeping in so modestly. 

44 To Ik* sure,” thought Fanny to herself, as she quietly surveyed 
hint looming up through the shade of a pair of magnificent whis- 
kers, and heard him passing the shuttlecock of compliment hack and 
forth with the most assured and practised air in the world, 44 to he 
sure, 1 was a child in imagining that I should see i'ousin George 
Somers. I’m sure this magnificent voung gendeman, full of all utter- 
ance and knowledge, i* not the cousin that I used to feel so easy 
with; no, indeed.’* and Fanny gave a half sigh, aud then went out 
into the garden to water her geraniums. 

For Home days Mr. Somers seemed to feel put upon his reputation 
to sustain the character of gallant, suvant, C'>unoi\grur, &c\. which 
every one who makes the tour of the continent is expected to bring 
home a« a matter of course ; for there is seldom a young gentleman 
who knows he has qualifications iti this line, who can resist tin* 
temptation of showing what he can do. Accordingly he discussed 
tragedies, and reviews, and ancient and modern customs, with Miss 
Ktttma ; and wi»h Miss I'uMla retouched her drawings and ex- 
hibited his own ; sported the most choice and rechachi r style of com- 
pliment at every turn, and, in short, flattered himself, perhaps 
justly, that he was plating the irresistible in a manner quite equal 
to that«of his fair cousins. 

Now, nll^ this while Miss Fanny was mistaken in one point, for 
Mr. George Somers, though an exceedingly fine gentleman, had, 
after all, quite a substratum of redity about him, of real heart, real 
feeling, aud real opinion of his own ; ami the consequence was. that 
when tired of the effort of c>nrcrxifij he really longed to find some- 
body to talk to; aud in this mood he one evening strolled into the 
library, leaving the cay party in the drawing room to themselves. 
Mias Vanuy was there, quite intent upon a book of selections from 
the old English poet*. 

M Really. Mias Fanny,’* said Mr. Somers, “you are very sparing 
of the favour of your conipaiiv to us this evening.” 

44 O, I presume my company is not much missed.” said Fanny, 
with a smile. 

44 You must have a p'vtr opThion of our taste, then,” said Mr. So- 
mers, 

•‘Come, come, Mr. Somers,” replied Fanny,* '•yon forget the per- 
son you ar-* talking to; it is not *t ail necessary for you to coin- 
pi uncut me; nobody ever does —so you may feel relieved of that 
trouble.”' 

• Nobody ever does. Mis* Fanny ; pray, how is that 7* 

m BecaoM I'm not the sort of person to say such things to,” 
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** Anil, pray, what fort of person ought one to he, in order to hare 
*urh things said?” replied Mr. Somers. 

Why, like Sister Isabella, or like Fmma. You understand I am 
a sort of little nobody ; if any one wastes fine word* on me, I never 
know what to make of them.” 

“And, pn»}, what must one say to you?*’ said Mr. Somers, quite 
amused. 

“ Why, what they really think and really feel ; and f am always 
puzzled by anything rise.'* 

^Accordingly, sbiut half an liour afterward* von might hare 
seen the murfi-admired Mr. Somers once more transformed into the 
Cousin (ieorge, and he and Fanny engaged in a very interesting 
trtr-u-trtr alxmt old times and things. 

Now, \ on may skip aero** a fortnight from this evening, and then 
look in at the same old library, just as the setting sun is looking in 
at its western window, and you will *#-#• Fanny sitting bock a little 
in the shallow, with one struggling ray of light illuminating her pure 
childish face, and she is looking up at Mr. (ieorge Somers, as if in 
some sudden perplexity ; and, dear me, if we are not mistaken, ernr 
young gentleman is blushing, 

“ Win, Cousin (ieorge," *x\« the lady, ** what r/e you mean ?" 

44 I thought I spoke plainly enough, Fanny,” replied Cousin 
( ieorge, in a tone that might hare made the matter plain enough, to 
1 m- sure. 

Fanny laughed outright, and the g«-ntlrman looked terribly serious. 

“ Indeed, now, don’t he angry,” said she, as he turned away with 
a vexed and mortified air: 44 indeed, now. j camvt help laughing, it 
Seems so odd , what trill the) all think of you ?” 

44 It's of no consequence to me what they think,** said Mr. Somers. 
44 I think, Fanny, if you had the heart 1 gave >«m credit for, you 
might have seen my feelings before now.” 

“ Now, do sit down, my dear cousin.” said Fanny, earnestly, draw* 
ing him into a chair, “*and tell me, how could I, poor little Mias 
Fanny Nobody, how <Wrf I have thought any such thing, with such 
sisters as I have? 1 did think that y«u liktd me, that you knew 
more of my real feelings than mamma and sisters; but that you 
should — that you ever should— wh>, I am astonished that you did 
not fall in love with Isabella. ” 

44 That would have met your feelings, then ?” said (ieorge, eagerly, 
and looking aa if he would have looked through her, eyes, soul, and 
ail. 

44 No, no, indeed,** she raid, turning away her head ; •‘hut,** added 
she, quickly, **youTl loee all yoor credit or good taste. Now, tell 
me. seriously, what do you like me for?” 

44 Well, then, Fanny. I can give you the best rraaoo. I like you 
for being a teal, sincere, natural girl ; for being simple in y<W 
tastes, ami simple ia your appearance, and simple in year manners, 
and for haring heart enough left, m I hope, to love pills Gram 
Somers, with all hit fruit* and not Mr. Somers’s reputation, or Mt, 
Somers’s establishment.” 

r t 
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“Well, this is all very reasonable to me, of course,” said Fanny, 
** but it will lie so much Greek to poor mamma.” 

** I dare say your mother could never understand how seeing the 
very acme of cultivation in all countries should have really made my 
eyes ache, and long for something as simple as green grass or pure 
water to rest them on. I came down here to find it among my 
cousins, and 1 found in your sisters only just such women as l have 
aeon and admired all over Europe, till I was tired of admiring. 
Your mother has achieved what she aimed at, perfectly ; I know of 
no circle that could produce higher specimens; but it is all art, tri- 
umphant art, after all, and I have so strong a current of ifhtuVal 
feeling running through my heart, that l could never Ik* happy except 
with a fresh, simple, impulsive character.” 

“ Like me, you are going to say,” said Fanny, laughing. “ Well, 
I'll admit that you are right. It would be a pity that you should 
uot have one vote, at least. ” 


CHILDREN. 

“ A little child shall lead them.”. 

Onk cold market morning I looked into a milliner’s shop, and there 
1 saw a halo, hearty, well -browned young fellow from the country, 
with hi* lung cart-whip, and lion-shag coat, holding up some lit fie 
matter, and turning it about on his great fist. And what do you 
suppose it was? A bubif't bonnet! A little, soft, blue satin hood, 
with a swan’s-down border, white as the new-fallen snow, with a 
frill of rich blonde around the edge. 

By his side stood a very pretty woman, bolding, with no small 
pride, the baby — for evidently it was the baby. Any one could read 
that fact in every glance, a* they looked at each other, and then at 
the large unconscious eyes and fat dimpled cheeks of the little one. 

U was evident that neither of them had ever seen a baby like that 
before. 

** Bat really, Mary,” said the young man, “ isn’t three dollars very 
high?’* 

Mary verv prudently said nothing, but taking the title bonnet, 
tied it on toe little head, and held up the baby. The man looked, 
and without another word down went the three dollars— all the 
avails of last week’s butter* ; and as they walked out of the shop, it is 
hard to say which looked the mot* delighted with the bargain. 

“ Ah,* 1 thought I, M a little child shall lead them.*’ 

Another day, as I was passing a carriage-factory along one" of our 
principal bach streets, 1 saw a young mechanic at work on a wheel. 
The rough body of a carriage stood beside him, and there, wrapped 
up snugly, all hooded and cloaked, sat a little dark -eyed girl, about 
a year old, playing with a great shaggy dog. As 1 stopped, the man 
looked up hum his work, and turned admiringly towards his little 
companion, as much as to say, “ See what I have got here!** 
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“ Yes,” thought I ; 44 and if the little lady ever gels a glance from 
admiring swains as sincere as that, she will he lucky.” 

Ah. these children, little witches, pretty even in all their faults 
nnd absurdities. See. for example, > under little fellow in a naughty 
lit. He has shaken his long curls over his deep-blue eyes; the fair 
brow is bent in a frown, the rose-leaf lip is pursed up in infinite de- 
fiance. and the white shoulder thrust angrily forward. Can any but 
a child look so pretty, even in its naughtiness? 

Then comes the instant change —the flashing smiles and teem, aa 
the good comes hock all in a rush, and you are overwhelmed with 
pi^itefimtious, promises, aud kisses! They are irresistible, too, these 
little ones. They pull away the scholar's pen, tumble about his 
paj>cr, make somersets over his books; and what can he do? They 
tear up new«.papcrK, litter the carpets, break, pull, and upset, and 
tlurn jabber unheard-of Huglidi in self-defence; and what can you 
do Tor yourself? 

“ If I had a child," says the precise man, 44 you should see.” 

He d<>** have a child, and his child tears up his paper*, tumbles 
over his things, and pulls his nose, like all other children ; ami what 
has the precise man to say for himself? Nothing ; he is like every- 
body else ; “ a little child shall lead him.” 

The hardened heart of the worldly man is unlocked by the guile- 
less tones and simple carcase* of hfa son ; but he relays it in time, by 
imparting to his boy ail the crooked tricks and callous maxims 
which have undone himself. 

Go to tlie gaol — to the penitentiary, and find there the wretch moat 
sullen, brutal, and hardened. Then look at your infant son. Huch 
as he is to you, such to some mother was this man. That hard hand 
was toft and delicate ; that rough voice w m tender and lisping ; 
fond eyes followed him as he played, and he was rocked and % cradled 
as something holy. There was a time when his heart, soft and un- 
worn, might have opened to questionings of God and Jeans, nnd 
been sealed with the seal of heaven. Hut harsh hands seised it; 
fierce goblin lineaments were impressed upon it ; and all is over 
with Imn for ever! 

So of the tender, weeping child is made the callous, heartless man ; 
of the all-believing child, the sneering sceptic ; of the beautiful and 
modest, the shameless and abandoned ; and this is what lAe world 
does for the little one. 

There was a time when the dinar One stood cm earth, and little 
children sought to draw near to him. Hut harsh human beings stood 
between him and them, forbidding their approach. Ah ! ban it not 
always been so ? Do not even wc, with our hard six) unsubdued feel- 
iugfc, our worldly and unspi ritual habits ami maxims, stand like n dark 
screen between our little chib! and its Saviour, and keep even from 
the chute; bud of our hearts the sweet radiance which might unfold 
it for Paradise ? 44 Suffer little children to come unto me, and forbid 
them not,” is still the voice of the Sou of God ; but the mold world 
still closes around ami forbids. When, of obi, disciples would ques- 
tion their Lord of the higher mysteries of hts k i ngdom , he look a 
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little child and set him in the midst, as a sign of him who should 
he greatest in heaven. That gentle teacher remains still to us. By 
every hearth and fireside Jesus still sets the little child in th # midst 
of us. 

Wouldst thou know, 0 pareut, what is that faith which unlocks 
heaven? <it> not to wrangling polemics, or creeds and forms of 
heology, hut draw to thy Ixisniu thy little one, and read in that 
clear trusting eye the lesson of eternal life. IV only to thy (»od as 
thy child is to thee, and all is done. Blessed shalt thou be, indeed, 
“ when the little child shall lead thee." 


HOW TO MAKK FHIKNDS WITH MAMMOX. 

It was four o’clock in the afternoon of a dull winter day that jfr. 
II. sat in his counting-room. The sun had nearly gone down, and, 
in fact, it was already twilight beneath the shadows of the tall, 
dusky stores, and the close, crooked streets of that quarter of Boston. 
Hardly light euough struggled through the dusky panes of the 
counting-house for him to read the entries in a much-thumbed 
memorandum-book, which he held in his hand. 

A small, thin boy, with a pale face and anxious expression, signifi- 
cant of delicacy of constitution, and a Uh» early acquaintance with 
want aud sorrow, was standing by him, earnestly watching his 
motions. 

**Ah, yes, my boy,” said Mr. H., as he at last shut up the 
memorandnm-txiok. 44 Yea, I've got the place now ; I’m apt to 
Imp forgetful al>out these thiugs ; come, now, let’s go. How is it ? 
Haven’t you brought the basket?*’ 

44 sir,” said the bov, timidly. 14 The grocer said he’d let 
mother have a quarter for it, and she thought she’d sell it” 

44 That’s had,” said Mr. If., as he went on, tying his throat with 
a long comforter of some yards in extent : and as he continued this 
operation he abstractedly repeated, “ That’s had, that’s had.” till the 
poor little boy looked quite dismayed, and began to think that some* 
how hm mother had been dreadfully out of the way. 

“She didn’t want to send for help so long as she had anything she 
could sell,” said the little boy. in a deprecating tone. 

44 Oh, yes, quite right,” said Mr. H., taking from a pigeon-hole in 
the desk a large pocket-book, and beginning to torn it over; and, as 
before, abstractedly repeating, 44 Quite right, quite right,” till the 
little bov became reassured, and began to think, although be didu’t 
know why, that bis mother had dooe something quite meritorious. 

44 Well,” said Mr. H., after he had taken several bills from the 
pocket-book and transferred them to a wallet which be put into his 
pocket, 44 now we’re randy, my hoy.” But first he stopped to lock 
up bis desk, and then he said, abstractedly to himself, 44 1 wonder if I 
hadn't better take a few tracts. ,a 

Mow, it ia to he confessed that this Mr. H„ wham we have to 
iatmdaee to onr tender, was, in his way, quite an oddity. He had 
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a number of singular little peorbtut n and ]>eeuli&ritics quite hi* own. 
Mich m a passion for poking aUmt among dark alleys at all *orts of 
seasonable and uiisrasonubtc bourn; fUhmg out In top* of dirty, 
neglected children, and hissing ;dsmt generally in the cmmnituttv 
till lie could get thmu nit<* >ch-*oN or oilier* ise j»rm i led for. He 
always had m hi** pockt t book a umc of some do/.cn pt*»r widow* who 
wanted t**a, sugar, candles. or o(ii>-r things such as poor widow* 
always will he wanting. And t‘un he had a n»o>l extraordinary 
talent for finding out ail the M,*k strangers tliat lay in oul-nf-the 
iippt who. every IksIv know*, have no l* 

to get sick in mi. * li places, unless they have money enough to pay 
their expenses, wluoh they never do. 

Hesides this, all Mr. 1 l.’s kinsmen and cousins, to the third, fourth, 
and fortieth remove, were always writing him ! *it *r\ which, among 
o^rr phasint' items, generally contain -d to-- mteliig uce mat a few 
hundred dollars were ju>l exceedingly neeesmry to save 

them fro n u;i. r nun, and tin-y km w of imoody cl*** to whom to 
look for it. 

And then Mr. 11. was up to his throat in subscription* to every 
charitable society that was ever made or imagined ; had a hand iu 
building all the ehur* li s within a hundred miles; occasionally gave 
four or live thousand »i<d! its to a eollere; ottered to !*• one of six to 
raise ten thousand doiiu* l»>r some benevolent purpose, and when 
four of the mx backed out. quietly paid the Itfilanrc himself. and mild 
lio more ainnit it. An >th> r ot In* imesN fit fancic* was to keep 
always uttoul him a«y qumtity of tracts and good hook*, little and 
big. for ehil Iren and grown-up }«opK which hv generally diffused 
in a kind of gentle ste-wrr al**ut mm wherever he moved. 

So* great was Ins unmount. oa f »r benevolence that t( could hot at 
all confine uwelf to the streets of U-wton, the orcle of ht* relative*, or 
even the I'm ted Sta.e* oi America. Mr. H. w,»» fully* |«»|9Q up iu 
the atlie.rs of India, linnnab. Ounu, and ail th >se <*id, out -of the 
wav place*, which no sensible mail ever think* of with any interest, 
unless he can make *.*!»•• money toe re . ami money, it is to lie cow* 
famed. Mr. 11. didn't make there, though he §peot an almndatictf*. 
For got ti ug up printing -pres*** in tVybm for ('hiurwr type, ftir home* 
of clothing ami what no: to U- *ei»t to the Nutdwich U lands, for. 
MdiooblwK»k* for the (ircek*, and all other nonsense of that »ort, Mr. 
H. w xs wrhout a para! h i. No woodier hi* rich brother merchant* 
sometime* thought turn something of a !*«•», since, hi* heart beta# 
full of all these matter*, he n» rather apt to ulk about them, i»d 
Mitartimc* to endeavour to draw them into fellowship to an extent 
that wa* not to W thought of. 

:>o jt came to ;*im u(u i., that though Mr. II. wa* a thriving 
buxine** man, with tome ten thousand a-year, he often wore a pretty 
threadbare c*»at, the warn* whereof would lie trimmed with line* of 
white; and he would vorne'mw* ne»d several pretty plain hint* on 
the subject of a new hat before be would think he coukh afford Me, 
Now. it i* to U- confessed the wwll i» not xlwav* grateful to tfctto 
who thus devote thcmv.hcv to t»j inf emu , and Mr. 11 had as much 



21G IIOW TO MAKE miEKHS WITH MAMMOS. 

occasion to know this as any other man. People pot so used to his 
giving, that his bounty tiecame as common ami as necessary as that 
of a higher Benefactor, 44 who maketh his sun to rise upon the evil and 
the good, and aendeth rain upon the just and the unjust and so it 
came to pass that people took them, as they do the sunshine and the 
rain, quite as matters of coarse, not thinking much about them when 
they came, hut particularly apt to scold when the\ did not come. 

But Mr. II. never cart'd for that, lie did not give for gratitude ; 
he did not give for thanks, nor to have his name published in the 
papers as one of six who had given fifty thousand to do so and^so^ 
out he gave because it was in him to give, and we all know that it 
is an old rule in medicine, as well as morals, that what is in a man 
must Ik* brought out. Then, again, he hail heard it reported that 
there had be«*n One of distinguished authority who had expressed the 
opinion that it was “mere blessed togive than to receive," and lie ve^y 
much believed it -believed it because the One who said it must have 
known, since for man's sake he once gave away aij .. 

And so, when some thriftless, distant relation, whose debts he had 
paid a dozen times over, gave him an overhauling on the subject of 
liberality, and seemed inclined to take him b} the throat for further 
charity, he calmed himself down by a chapter or two from the New 
Testament and half a dozen hymns, and then sent him a gt>od, 
brotherly letter of admonition and counsel, with a hank note to 
enforce it‘; aud when some querulous ohl woman, who had had a tene- 
ment of him rent free for thret or four years, sent him word that if 
he didn't send and mend the water-pipes she would move right out, he 
sent and mended them. People said that he was foolish, and that it 
didn't do any good to do for uugrateful people: but Mr. II. knew 
that it did Aim good. He loved to do it, and he thought also ou 
some words that ran to this effect : ** Do good aud lend, hoping for 
nothing' again." He literally hoped for nothing again in the way of 
reward, either in this world or in heaven, beyond the present 
pleasure of the deed ; for he had abundant occasion to see how 
favours are forgotten in this world; aud as for another, he had in 
hit own soul a standard of benevolence so high, so pure, so ethereal, 
that but One of mortal birth ever reached it. He relt that, do what 
he might, he fell ever so far below the life of that spotless One — that 
his crown in heaven must come to him at last, not as a reward, but 
as a free, eternal pift. 

But all this while our friend and his little companion have been 
pattering along the wet streets, in the rain and sleet of a bitter cold 
evening, till they stopped before a grocery. Here a large cross- 
handled basket was first bought, and then filled with sundry 
packages of tea, sugar, caudles, soap, starch, and various other 
matters ; a barrel of fiour was ordered to be sent after him on a dray. 
Mr. H. next stopped at a dry good* store and bought a pair of 
blankets, with which he loaded down the boy, who was happy 
enough to be so loaded ; and then, turning gradually from the more 
frequented streets, the two were soon loot to view in one of the 
diMMet alleys of the city. 
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The cheerful fire va* blazing in his parlour, as, returned from his 
Jong, wet walk, he was sitting by it with his feet comfortably 
incased in slippers. The astral was burning bright!) on the centre 
table, ami a group of children were around it, studying their lessons. 

” Papa,” said a little hoy. “ what does this verst* mean? It’s in 
my Sunday-school levon. ‘ Make to yourselves Jriendx of the mam- 
mon if unriijh iron x ursx, that, when yr Jail , they may receive you into 
everlasting habitations.' " 

“ Yoii ought to have asked your teacher, my son.” 
lj^it he said he didn't know exactly what it meant. He wanted 
no* to look this w«s k and see if I could find out.” 

Mr. ll/s standing resource in all exegetical difficulties was Hr. 
S< <>:•'* Family Mihle. Therefore, he now got up, and putting on his 
spectacles, wal ed to the glass bookcase, and took down a volume of 
t hist worthy commentator, and <*|>emiig it, read aloud the whole 
exposition of the passage, together w ith the practical reflections upon 
it ; arid, by the time he had done, he found his )oung auditor fast 
asleep in his chair. 

“Mother,” said he, “this child plays ton hard. He can't keep 
his eyes open evenings. It's tune he wan in lied.” 

“ 1 wasn't asleep, pa,” said Master Henry, starting up with that 
air of injured innocence with w hich gentlemen of his age generally 
treat an imputation of this kind. 

“Then can you tell me now what the passage means that I have 
been reading to sou ? ” 

“There's so much of it/' said Hcnn, hojicleMsly, “1 wi»h you'd 
just tell me in short order, father.” 

“(), read it fqr yourself,” said Mr. H., as he pushed the hook 
toward* the boy, for it was to 1m* coufcvwd that h«* perceived at this 
moment that he had not himself nreited an) particularly luminous 
impression, though of course he thought it was owing to bis own 
want of comprehension. 

Mr. H. leaned lack in his rocking-chair, and, on his own private 
account, Itrgan to speculate a little a* to what he really should think 
the verse might meat* supposing h»* were at all competent to decide 
upon it. “ 4 Make to yourselves friend* of the mammon of unrigbt- 
eou*ne**.'” say* he: "“that's money, very clearly. How am I to 
make friends with it or of it ? Keren e me into everlasting habita- 
tions: that's a singular kind of expression. 1 wonder what it 
means. I>r. Scott makes some very good remarks about it— hut 
somehow I'm not exactly clear.” ft must be remarked that fhic 
was not an uncommon result of Mr. H/s critical investigations in this 
quarter. 

Well, thoughts will wander ; and, a* he lay with hit bend on the 
hack of his rocking-chair, and his eyes fixed on the dickering Idas# 
of the coal, visions of kts wet tramp in the city, and of the lonely 
garret he had been visiting, and of the poor woman with the pale, 
discouraged face, to whom he had carried warmth and c&afiwt, all 
blended themselves together. He felt, too, a little indefinite creep- 
ing chill, and some uneasy seesmtious in his bead, like a eonuaevdiig 
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cold, for lie was not a strong man, and it is probable his long, 
walk was likely to cause him some inconvenience in this way. At 
last lie was fast asleep, nodding in his chair. 

lie dreamed that he was very sick in lied, that the doctor came 
and went, and that he grew sicker and sicker. Hi* was going to die. 
He saw his wife sitting weeping hy his pillow — his children standing 
by with pale and frightened faces; all things iu his room began to 
swim and waver and fade, and voices that called his name, and sohs 
and lamentations that row* around him, seemed far off and distant in his 
ear. “ () eternity, eternity ! I am going — I am going,” he thought ; 
and iu that hour, strange to tell, not one of all his good deeds sdcmVd 
good enough to lean on— all I >ort* some taint or tinge, to his purified 
eye, of mortal selfishness, and seemed unholy before the Au. IVhk. 

** I am going,” he thought: “there is no time t<> stay, no time to 
alter, to balance accounts; and 1 know not what I am, but 1 know, 

0 Jesus, what Tllolt art. I have trusted in thee, and shall never 
be coufouuded;” and with that hist breath of prater, earth was 
past. 

A soft and solemn breathing, as of music, awakened him. As au 
itifaut child, not yet fully awake, hears the holy warhlings of his 
mother's hymn, and smiles half conscious, so the heaven -horn became 
aware of sweet voices and loviug faces around him ere yet he fully 
woke to the new immortal Litk. 

“Ah, he has come at lav. How long we have waited for him! 
Here he is among us. Now' for ever welcome 1 welcome!” said the 
voice*. . 

Who shall speak the joy of that latest birth, the birth from death 
to life! the sweet, calm, inbreathing consciousness of purity and rest, 
the certainty that all sin, all weakness and error, are at last gone for 
ever ijthe deep immortal rapture of repose— felt to be but begun— 
never to end ! 

So the eyes of the heaven-bom opened on the new heaven and the 
new earth, aud wondered at the crowd of hiving faces that 
thronged about him. Fair, godlike form# of beauty , such as earth 
never knew, pressed rouud him witl^ bluings, thanks, and 
welcome. 

The man fpoke not, hut he wondered iu his heart who they were, 
and whence it came that they knew him ; aud as soon as the inquiry* 
formed itself in his soul, it was read at once by his heavenly friends. 

“ 1/* mid one bright spirit, ** was a poor boy whom you found iu the 
•fleets : you sought me out, you sent me to* school, you watched over 
me, and fed me to the house of (»od ; and now here 1 am.” ** Aud 
we,” said other voices, “are other neglected children whom you 
redeemed ; we also thank you." “ And 1,” said another, “ was a lost, 
helpless girl; sold to sin and shame, nobody thought l could be 
saved; everybody passed me by till you came. You built a home - 
a refuge for such poor wretches as I, and there I, and many like me, 
heard of Jesus ; aud here we arc.” “ And I.” said another, ** was 
qmi a clerk in your store. 1 came to the city innoeent, hut 

1 was betrajed by the tempter. I forgot my mother, and my 
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(; „1. I went to the gaiuiiig-Ublc ami tie- theatre, and 
at la-i 1 robbed your drawer. Sot* might have justly ea^t tur off; 
hut you Imre with we, von watched over me, you saved me. } am 
here through you thin Jay." “ And said another. " wa*» a )n*»r 
slave girl —doomed to he sold on the auction block to u life of 
infamy, and the ruin of soul and body. Had you not U*»-n willing to 
give so largely for my rauumi. no one had thought to buy tnr. You 
stimulated others to give, and I was redeemed. I lined a Christian 
mother to bring iny children up for Christ —they Are all bent* with 
me to bless you this day. and their children on earth, and their 
chifflreu’s children are growing up to bless you." ••And I," said 
another, “was an unbeliever. In tin* pride of my intellect, 1 
thought I could demonstrate the absurdity of Christianity. 1 
thought I could answer the argument from miracle* and piophcey ; 
but your patient, self-deny mg life was an argument I never could 
answer. When I ‘aw you spending all your time and all your 
money in efforts for your fellow -men, nndtscou raged by ingratitude, 
and careless of prube, then 1 thought, 'There u something divine tu 
that man’s life/ and that thought brought me hen*/' 

The man looked around on the gathering congregation, and be 
saw that there was no one whom be had dtawu heavenward, that 
had not also drawn thither myriads of others. In his lifetime he 
had ln-cti scattering seeds of good.* around from hour to hour, almost 
unconsciously ; and now he saw every seed springing up into a 
wideruug forest of immortal 1 wall tv and glory. It seemed to him 
that there was to 1** no end of the number* that Hocked to claim him 
as their long-expected soul-friend. Hi* heart was full, and hi* free 
Uranic a* that of an a nee I as he looked tip to One who aeemed 
nearer than alf, and s.»;d, “This is thy b»v»> for me, unworthy, 
O Jesus. Of thee, and to thee, and through thee, a$c aij (hings. 
Amen.” 

Amen! as with chorus of many water* and mighty thundering* 
the sound swept onward, and died far off in < brining echoes among 
the distant star*, and the man awoke. 


A SCKNK IN* JKItrSALKM. 

It is now nearly noon, the busiest and most baitling hour of the day ; 
vet the streets of the holy city seem deserted and sum! as the grave. 
Ybe artisan has left his bench, the merchant his mrrebandkae ; the 
throng* of returned wanderer* which thi* great national festival has 
brought up from every land of the earth, and which have faces for 
the last week carrying life and motion thnwgh every stmt, mom 
suddenly to hare disappeared. Here and there solitary fout&Us, 
like the last pattering raindrop* after a shower, awaken the echo** 
of the streets ; and here and there some lonely woman kwhs from the 
housetop with amino* and agitated face, as if she would d*c*rn 
something in the far distance. 
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Alone, or almost alone, the few remaining priests move like 
white- winged, solitary birds over the gorgeous pavements of the 
temple, and as they mechanically conduct the ministrations of the 
day, cast significant glances at each other, and pause here aud there 
to converse in anxious whispers. 

Ah ! there is one voice which they have often heard beneath those 
arches-— a voice which ever bore in it a mysterious and thrilling 
charm— which they know will be hushed to-day. Chief priest, 
scribe, and doctor have all gone out in the death procession after 
him ; and these few remaining ones, far from the excitement of*tlir 
crowd, and busied in calm and sacred duties, find voices of anxious 
i|tiettiouttig rising from the depths of their own souls, " What if this 
indeed were the Christ ?” 

lint pass we on out of the city, and what a surging tide of life and 
motion meets the eye, as if all nations under heaven had dashed 
their waves of population on this Judean shore! A noisy, wrathful, 
tempestuous moh, ^billow on billow, waver and rally round some 
central object, which it conceals from view. Partnians, Medes, 
Elamites, dwellers in Mesopotamia and Egypt, strangers of Rome, 
Cretans and Arabians, Jew and Proselyte, convoked from the ends of 
the earth, throng in agitated concourse one on auother ; one theme in 
every face, on every tongue, one name in every variety of accent and 
dialect passing from lyi to lip: “Jesus or Nazaueth !” 

Look on that man — the centre and cause of all this outburst! He 
stands there alone. The cross i& ready. It lies l>eneath his feet. 
The rough hand of a brutal soldier has seized his robe to tear it from 
him. Another with stalwart arm is boring the holes, gazing upward 
the while with a face of stupid uuconcern. There on the ground lie 
the hammer and the nails : the hour, the moment of doom is come ! 
l.ook bH tins man, as upward, with deep, sorrowing eyes, he gazes 
towards heaven. Hears he the roar of the mob ? feels he the rough 
hand on his garment ? Nay, he sees not, feels not : from all the rage 
and tumult of the hour he is rapt away. A sorrow deeper, more al>- 
sorbing, more unearthly seems to possess him, as upward with long 
gaze he looks to that heaven never before closed to his prayer, to 
that God never before to him invisible. That mournful, heaven- 
searching glance, in its lonely anguish, says hut one thing : “ Lo, I 
come to do thv will, O God.” 

Through a life of sorrow the realized love of his Father baa shone 
like a precious and beautiful talisman in his bosom ; but now, when 
desolation and anguish have come upon him as a whirlwind, this last 
star has gone out in the darkness, and Jesus, deserted by man and 
God, stands there ohm e. 

Alone? No; for undaunted by the cruel mob, fearless in the 
strength of mortal anguish, helpless, yet undismayed, stands the one 
ble s se d among women, the royal daughter of a noble line, the 
priestess to, whose care was intrusted this spoil ess sacrifice. She and 
Wr son, last of a race of kings, stand there despised, rejected, and 
disavowed by their nation, to accomplish dread words of prophecy 
which have swept down for fir ages to this hoar. 
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Strange it is, in this dark scene, to sec the likeness hetwi *en mother 
and son, deepening in every line of those lares, as thev stand thus 
thrown out hv the dark hark ground of rage and Late, which 
like a storm-cloud lowers around. The same rapt, al*ortw*ii, calm 
intensity of anguish in l*>th mother and son, save only that while be 
gazes upward towards (»od, she, with like fervour, pue» on him. 
What to her is the deriding mob, the coarse taunt, the brutal abuse? 
Of it all she hears, she feels nothing. She sinks not, faints not, 
weeps not ; her whole being concentrates in the will to softer hv and 
vvitli him to the last. Other hearts there are that beat for him; 
others that pr**ss into the doomed circle, and own hnn amid the »corn 
of thousands. There may you see tie* clasped hands and upraised 
eyes of a Magdalen, the pale and steady resolve «tf John, the weeping 
company of women who lw* wailed and lamented him ; but none dare 
press so near, or seem so identical with him tu his » offer mg*, a* tins 
mother. 

And as we gaze on tht*sn* two in human form, surrounded by other 
human forms, how strange the contrast! how is it possible that 
human features and human lineaments essentially alike, can be 
wrought into such heaven-wide contrast? Mas is he who stands 
there, lofty and spotless, in bleeding patience ! Mm also are those 
brutal soldiers, alike stupidly ready, at the word of command, to 
drive the nail through quivering flesh or insensate wood. Mtn are 
those scowling priests and initiriate Pliarilkef. Mt*. also. the 
shifting figure> of the careless nthtde, who shout and curse without 
knowing why. No visible glory shim’s round that head; yet how, 
spite of every defilement cast upon him by the vulgar rabble, seem* 
tnat form to W glorified ! What light i* that in th«*e eyes ! What 
mournful beauty in that fact* f What solemn, mysterious itarredne*# 
investing the whole form, constraining from us the varltmation, 

44 Surely this is the Son of God." Mun't voice is breathing vulgar 
taunt and jeer : 44 He saved others ; himself he cannot *ave.‘| 44 lie 

trusted in God; let him deliver him if he will have him." And 
maw's, also, clear, sweet, unearthly, pierces that stormy mob, saying, 
** Father, forgive them ; they know not what they do." 

Hut we draw the veil in reverence. It t* not oura to picture what 
the sun refused to shine upon, and earth shook to behold. 

Little thought those weeping women, that stricken disciple, that 
heart-broken mother, how on soon- future day that err*.*- emblem 
to them of deepest infamy- should blaze in the eye of all nation*, 
symbol of triumph and hope, glittering on gorg*«tt* fanes, em- 
broidered on regal banners, associated with all that is revered and 
powerful on earth. The Homan ensign that waved on that moarnfol 
day. symbol of highest earthly power, is a thing mouldered and for- 
gotten ; and over all the high places of old Rome herself st a nds that 
my stical crews, no longer ipeaking of earthly anguish and despair, 
but of heavenly glory, honour, and immortality. 

Theologians have endlessly disputed and philosophised m Ml 
great feet of a<a*cme*t. The Bible tells only that this tragic event 
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was the essential point without which our salvation could never have 
been secured. Hut where lay the necessity they do not say. What 
was that dread strait that either the Divine One must thus suffer, or 
man be lost, who knoweth ? 

To this question answer a thousand voices, with each a different 
solution, urged with equal confidence — each solution to its framer as 
certain and sacred as the dread fact it explains— yet every one, per- 
haps, unsatisfactory to the deep-questioning soul. The Hihle, ns it 
always does, gives on this point not definitions or distinct outlines, 
hut images —images which lose all their glory and beauty if seized b # v 
the harsh hands of metaphysical analysis, but inexpressibly affecting 
to the unlettered human heart, which softens in gazing on their 
mournful and mysterious beauty. Christ is called our sacrifice, our 
passover, our atoning high priest ; and he himself, while Induing in 
his hands the emblem cup, says, “ It is my blood, shed for many, for 
the remission of sin*.” U*t us rcu«on ou it as we will, this story of 
the cross, presented without explanation in the simple metaphor of 
the llible, has produced an effect on human nature wholly unaccount- 
able. In every age and clime, with every variety of habit, thought, 
and feeling, from the cannibals of New Zealand and Madagascar, to 
the most enlightened uml scientific minds in Christendom, one feeling, 
essentially homogeneous in its character and results, has arisen in 
view of this cross. There i something in it that strikes one of the 
great nerves of simple, unsophisticated humanity , and meets its wants 
as nothing else will. Age?, ago, Haul declared to philosophizing 
Greek and scornful Homan that In was not ashamed of this gospel, 
and alleged for his reason this very adapteduess to humanity. A 
priori, many would have said that Haul should have told of Christ 
living, Christ preaching, Christ working miracles, dot omitting also 
the pathetic history of how he sealed all with his blood ; but Haul 
declared that ho determined to know nothing else but Christ cruri - 
Jird. He said it was a stumbling-block to the Jew, an absurdity to 
the Greek; yet be was uono the less positive in his course. True, 
there was many then, as now, who looked on with the most philoso- 
phic and cultivated indifference. The courtly Host us, as he settled 
his purple tunic, declared he could make nothing of the matter, only 
a dispute about one Jesus, who was dead, and whom Haul affirmed to 
be alive ; and perchance some Athenian, as he reclined on his ivory 
couch at dinner, after the sermon on Mars Hill, may have disposed 
of the matter very summarily, and passed on to criticisms on Samian 
wine and marble vases. Yet in spite of their disbelief, this story of 
Christ has outlived them, their age and nation, and is to this hour as 
fresh in human hearts as if It were just published. This “ one Jesus 
which was dead, and whom Paul affirmed to be alive/* is nominally, 
at least, the object of religious homage in all the more cultivated por- 
tions of the globe ; and to hearts scattered through all regions of the 
earth this same Jesus is now a sacred and living name, dearer than all 
household sounds, all ties of blood, all sweetest and nearest affections 
of humanity. “Iam ready not only to be bound, but also to die for 
the vmm of the Lord Jeans,** are words that have found an echo tv 
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the bosoms of thousands in every ape since then ; that would, if need 
were, find no less echo iu thousand* now. ('onuidcriug (Thrift m a 
man, and his d**ath as a mere pathetic storv, considering him a* one 
of the great martyrs for truth, who seated it witii hi* blood,- thi* re* 
suit is wholly unaccountable. Other martyr* have died, bravely ami 
tenderly, in their last hours ** bearing witness of the godlike A tha 
is in man ; but who so remembers them ? Who so love* them ? To 
whom is any one of them a living presence, a life, an all t Yet to 
thousands look on Jesus at this hour. 

Nay. it is because this story strikes home to every human bosom 
a*farf individual concern. A thrilling voice speaks from this scene of 
anguish to every human bosom : This is thy Saviour. 7Ay sin hath 
done this. It is* the appropriate** words, thine ami mint, which make 
this history different from any oth**r history. This was for ate, is the 
thought which has pierced the apathy of the f«rrrn lander, and kin- 
dled the stolid clay of the Hottentot ; ami no human honom ha* ever 
h**en found so low, so hot, so guilty, *o despairing, that thi* truth, 
mice received, has nyt hail power t«* redeem, regenerate, and disen- 
thrall. Christ so presented l*ecotm*s to every human toeing a friend 
nearer than the mother who U>re him ; and the more degraded, the 
more hopeless and polluted, is the nature, the stronger cornea on the 
living reaction, if thi# belief i# reallv ami vividly enkindled with it. 
Hut take away this appropriate, individual element, and tbit legend 
of Jesus's death ha* no more power than any other. He i« to ut tin 
more than Washington, or Sorratef, or Howard And where is there 
not a touchstone to try every theory of atonement ? Whatever makes 
a man fe*d that he is only a spectator, an nnintercsted judge in this 
matter, is sandy astray from tie* idea of the Bible. Whatever make* 
him fTel that h trains have done hi* d«*cd, that he is hound, smil and 
\*n\y •, to this Deliverer, tbougti it may U* in many point* philoso- 
phically erroneous, cannot gr> far astray. 

If we could tell the number of th- stars, and call them forth ht 
name, then, perhaps, might we *olve all the mystic symbol • by which 
the Bible has shadowed forth the far-lying necessities ami reaching*, 
forth of this event 44 among principalities and power*/' and in “age* 
to come/* But he who knows nothing of all this, who shall so pre- 
sent the atonement a* to bind and aflUuee human soula Mi***duWy 
to their Ued-eroer, does all that could be done by the highest and 
most perfect knowledge. 

The great object i# accomplish***!, when the soul, rapt, inspired, 
feels the deep resolve,— 

* Remember Thee ! 

Yea, from the table of my memory 
HI wipe away all trivial, fond records, 

All saw* of hooks, all forma, all pressure* past 
That youth and observation copied there. 

And thy commandment all alone shall live 
W i thin the book and solum# of my twain, 

Uomi&cd with baatr matter/* 
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SKETCH FROM THE NOTE-BOOK OK AN OLD HF.XTI.KMAX. 

Never shall I forget the dignity and sense of importance which 
swelled my mind when 1 was first pronounced old enough to go to 
meeting. That eventful Sunday I was up long before day, and 
even took my Sabbath suit to the w indow to ascertain by the first 
light that it actually was there, just as it looked the night before. 
With what complacency did I view myself completed \ dressed! 
How did I count over the rows of yellow gilt buttons on my coat ! 
how my good mother, grandmother, and aunts fussed, and twitched, 
and pulled, to make everything set up anti set down, just in the proper 
place l how my clean, starched white collar was turned over and 
smoothed again and again, and my golden curls tw isted and arranged 
to make the most of me ! and, last of all, how 1 was cautioned not 
to lie thinking of my clothes ! In truth, 1 was in those days a very 
handsome youngster, and it really is no more than justice to let the 
fact be kuowti, as there is nothing in my preseut appearance from 
which |it could ever be inferred. Everybody in the house succes- 
sively asked me if I should be a good boy, and sit still, and not talk, 
nor laugh ; aud my mother informed me, in terrorem , that there was 
a tithiuginan, who carried off naughty children, and shut them up 
in a dark place behind the pulpit ; and that this tithing-man, Mr. 
Eephaniah Scranton, sat just where he could see me. This fact im- 
pressed my mind with more solemnity than all the exhortations 
which had preceded it— a proof of the efficacy of facts above reason. 
Under shadow and power of this weighty truth, l demurely took 
hold of my mother’s forefinger to walk to meetiug. 

The traveller in New England, as he stands on some eminence, 
and looks down on its rich landscape of golden grain and waving 
oorn-field, sees no feature more beautiful than its simple churches, 
whose white taper fingers point upward, amid the greenness and 
bloom of the distant prospects, as if to remind oue of the overshadow, 
ing providence whence all this luxuriant beauty flows ; and year by 
year, aa new ernes are added to the number, or succeed in the place 
of old ones, there is dcsceruible an evident improvement in their 
taste and architecture. Those modest Doric little buildings, with 
their white pillars, green blinds, and neat enclosures, are very dif- 
ferent affairs from those great, uncouth mountains of windows and 
doom that stood in the same place years before. To my childish 
eye, however, our old meeting house was an awe-inspiring thing. 
To me it teemed fashioned very nearly on the model of Noah’s ark 
and Solomon’s temple, as set 'forth in the pictures in my Scripture 
Catechism — pictures which 1 did not doubt were authentic copies ; 
and what more r espec ta ble and venerable architectural precedent 
could any one desire F Us double rows of windows, of which I 
knew the number by heart its doom with great wooden quirls over 
them, its belfry projecting out at the east end, its steeple and hell. 
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all inspired as imirh sens'* t f the sublime m nu* as Siruboarg 
Cathedral itself; and the inside was not a whit less imposing. 

How magnificent. to mv »■>«•. -reined the turnip like canopy that 
bung over the minister s load. hooked bv a long non rod to the wall 
aliove ! anil how apprvheuMvt Iv did 1 consider the question, what 
would become of him if it should fail! Ilow did 1 wonder at the 
panels on cither side of the pulpit, m each of which wu* carved and 
painted a flaming red tulip, Udt upright, with us leaves projecting 
out at right angles! and then ai the grape vine, bus* relieved on 
front, w ith its exactly triangular hunches of grapes, alternating at the 
i‘x;fft intervals with i xactly triangular leaves, Tome it was an in- 
disputable representation of how grape vines ought to look, if they 
would only be straight and regular, instead of cut Inn: atid scram* 
hi i tig, and twisting them vivos into all sorts of slovenly shape*. 
The area of the house was divided into large square pew.. Uaod up 
with stout beards, and surmounted with a kind of baluster work, 
which 1 supposei I to be prov t led for the special a<v< wniodatioii of 
us youngster*, being the '* loopholes of retreat '* through which we 
gazed on the ♦* reinarkabilia " of the scene. It w.is csjwciatly 
interesting to me to notice the coming in to meeting of the con- 
gregation. The doors were so contrived that mi entering you 
stepped down instead of »</' a construction that has more than ones 
led to unlucky results in the case of stranger*. ! remember once, 
w hen an unluckv F rein h man, entirely unsuspicious of the danger 
that awaited him, made entrain r b% pitching devoutly uj^*n hi* 
nose in the middle of the briad aid , that it toi*k three hunches of 
my grandmother's fennel to bring my risible* into anything like 
composure. Such exhibitions, fortunately for me. were very rare ; 
but sfdl I foundVn-at amusement in watching the distinctive atm 
marked outlines of the various people that filled up the seat* around 
me. A Yankee village present* a picture of the ciir>o*itir* of every 
generation : there, from year to year, they live on. preserved by hard 
labour and regular habiu, exhibiting every peculiarity of manner 
ami appearance, a* distinctly marked as when tiiey 6n»t came from 
the mint of uature. And as eventaxlv goes punctually to meeting, 
the meeting- house become* a sort of museum of anlojUiUe* — a 
general rouster* ground for |*a*t and present 

I rcmeinbe* still with what wondering admiration f used to look 
around on the people that surrounded our pew . (hi one aide there 
was an old Captain McLean and Major McDill. a couple whoa the 
mischievous wits of tin* village designated as Captain Mclssa and 
Captain McFat ; and, in truth, they were a perfect aomhma, a 
living exemplification of flesh and spirit. Captain McLean wag a 
mournful, lengthy, considerate looking old gentleman, writh ft 
long face, digmaiug into a long, thin, horny nose, which, when ha 
applied his pocket handkerchief, gave forth s melancholy, minor* 
keved sound, such as a ghost might make, using a pocket -handker- 
chief in the long gallery of some old castle. 0 

Close at his suk was the doughty, puffing Captain McDill, whom 
falborbed, jolly visage was illuminated by a most valiant rad nose, 

* 
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shaped something like an overgrown doughnut, and looking as if it 
hail been thrown at his face, and happened to hit in the middle. 
Then there was old Israel Peters, with a wooden leg, which 
tramped into meeting, with undeviating regularity, ten minutes 
before meeting time; and there was Jedediah Stchhins, u thiu, 
wistful, moonthiny -looking old gentleman, whose mouth appeared 
as if it had been gathered tip with a needle and thread, ami whose 
eyes seemed as if they had been bound with red tape; and there 
was old Bcnaiah Stephens, who used regularly to get up and stand 
when the minister was about half through his sermon, cxhibiringjiig 
till figure, long, single-breasted coat, with buttons nearly as large 
•• a tea plate; his large, black, horn spectacles stretched down on 
the extreme end of a very tong nose, and vigorously chewing, 
meanwhile, on the bunch of caraway which he always carried in 
one hand. Then there was Aunt Sally Stitnpson, and old Widow 
Smith, and a whole bevy of little, dried old ladies, with small, 
straight, black bonnets, tight sleeves to the elbow, long silk gloves, 
and great fans, big enough for a windmill ; and of a hot day it was 
a great amusement to me to watch the bobbing of the little black 
bonnets, which showed that sleep had got the better of their 
owners' attention, and the sputter ami rustling of the fans, when a 
more profound rmd than common would suddenly waken them, and 
set them to fanning and listening with redoubled devotion. There 
was Deacon Dundas, a great waggon-load of auold gentleman, whose 
ample pockets looked as if they might have held half the congrega- 
tion, who used to establish himself just on one side of me, and 
seemed to feel such entire confidence in the soundness and capacity 
of his pastor, that he could sleep very comfortably from one epd of 
the sermon to the other. Occasionally, to be sure, one of your 
offlcio&H ‘blub flies, who, as every body knows, are amazingly parti- 
cular about such matters, would buss into his mouth, or flirt into 


his ears a passing admonition as to the impropriety of sleeping in 
meeting, wnen the good old gentleman would start, open hie eyes 
very wide, and look about with a resolute air, aa much as to say , 44 1 
wasn't asleep, l can tell you and then setting himself in an edifying 
posture of attention, you might perceive his head gradually settling 
t ack, his mouth slowly opening wider and wider, till the good 
man would go off again soundly asleep, as if nothing had happened. 

It was a good ortnodox custom of old times to take every part of 
the domestic establishment to meeting, even down to the faithful 
daw, who, as he had supervised the labours of the week, also came 
wUh due particularity to supervise the worship of Sunday. I think 
I can sea now the fitting out on a Sunday morning-— the one waggon 


or two, as the ease might be, tackled up with an “ old gray " or an 
M aid bay," with a buffalo skin over the seat by way of cushion, and 


Master Boss, Watch, or Towter stood prepared to he aa outguard, 
and want meekly trotting up hilt aim down dale in the rear. 
Arrived at meeting, the canine part of the establishment generally 
conducted thsasssless with great deoorum, lying down and going in 
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sleep at decently a* anyUnly present, except uhcn wane of the 
biuwie*j*-lov ing blueUittles aforesaid would make a aortic upon 
them, when you might hear the Knap of their j»w» a* they vainly 
nought to lay hobi of the offender. Non ami then, between tone 
of the sixthlie*, sevcnthlies, ami eight hlie*. you might hear u<mr old 
patriarch giving himself a rousing shake, ami pitp.ttung soberly up 
tin* aislex, an it to ace that everything wan going on prcpcfly, nfler 
which he wouM lie down ami o>mj*me him*«'!f to sleep again , aud 
certainly this was as iinprming a way of spe ulmg >unday as a g<w«l 
t’hnstian dog could dm re. 

iTTit the glory of our meeting-horn*: was its singers’ mat— that 
empyrean of thoae who rejoiced ui the diwue. my st.-rnm* art of fa* 
soMi-uip, who, by a distinguishing grace and privilege, could ** raise 
ami fall ’* the eabjlistieal eight notes, and move serene through 
the one hauled region of flats, sharp*, thirds, filth*. and octave*. 

There they sat in the gallery that lined three soles «.f ihe house 
treble, counter, tenor, and bass, each with it* appropriate leaders, 
and supporter* ; there were generally seated the bloom of our 
young people; sparkling, modest, and blushing girls on one suit . 
with their ribbon* and finery, making the place where they sat aa 
blooming and lively as a flower garden, arid fiery, forward, confident 
young men on the other. In spite of it* being a meeting-house, we 
could not swear that glances were never given and returned, and 
that there was not often a* much of an approach to flirtation as the 
distance and the sobriety of the place would admit. IVrtan it was, 
that then* was n*> place when* our village e**pirtte* attracted half 
so many eyes or led astray half so many hearts. 

H«l f have l*een talking of singer* ail thi* time, and nrgleetfd to 
mention the Magnus Apollo of the whole cones rn, the redoubtable 
chorister, who occupied the neat of honour in ti*e midst #f the 
middle gallery, and exactly npj*wite to the minister. Certain it ta 
that the good man, if he sen- alive, would never believe tt , for no 
person ever more magnified his office, or had a more thorough 
belief in his own grratnem and supremacy, than Zedektah Morse. 
Methinka I can sec him now a* he appear'd to my eyes on that first 
Sunday, when he shot up from Ixrhind the gallery, as if he had been 
(sent up by a spring. He was a little man, whose fiery -red hair 
brushed straight up on the top of his head, had an appearance aa 
vigorous and lively aa real flame ; and this, added to the ardour 
and determi nation of all his motions, had obtained for him the 
surname of the " Burning Bush." He aesirtl jiouewetl with (Ini 
very soul of aoog ; and from the moment he began to sing. h^dapfi 
alive all over, till it seemed to me that his whole body would follow 
his hair upwards, fiuriy wrapt away by the power of harmony. 
With what an air did he sound the important /«*W4a in the tftffv 
of the waiting gallery, who stood with open »«<*«♦►* ready to seta# , 
their pitch, preparatory to their general ** * • How did hia 
ascending and descending arm aatotitsa the rrphyra vlam tmm ha 
laid himself out to the important work of beating Utne ! flow 414 
his Little head whisk from side to side, a* now he beat and roared 
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towards the ladies on his right, and n<>\\ towards tin* gentlemen on 
his left ! It used to seem to my astonished vision its if his form 
grew taller, his arm longer, his hair redder, and his little preen eyes 
brighter, with every stave: and particularly when he perceived any 
falling oft* of time or discrepancy in pitch ; with what redoubled 
vigour would he thump the gallery and roar at the delinquent 
quarter, till evert mother’s son and daughter of them skipped and 
scrambled into the right place again ! 

O, it was a fine thing to see the vigour and discipline with which 
he managed the business; so that if. oi, a hot, drowsy Sunday, unv 
part of the choir hung hack or sung sleepily on the first parP oT 
a verse, they were obliged to bestir themselves in good earnest, 
and sing three times as fast, in order to get through with the others. 
’Kifth Morse was no advocate for your dozy, drawling singing, that 
one may do ui leisure, between sleeping and waking, I assure you; 
indeed, he got entirely out of the graces of Deaeon Dumbs ami one 
or two other ponly, leisurely old gentlemen Mow, who had l>e< n 
used to throw h.'c'k their heads, shut up their eyes, and take the 
comfort of the psalm, hy prolonging indefinitely all the notes. The 
first Sunday after Kiah took the music in hand, the old deacon 
really’ rubbed his eyes and looked about him; for the psalm was 
sung off before he was ready to get his mouth opened, ami he really 
looked upon it ns a most irreverent piece of business. 

Hut the glory of 'Kbit's art consisted in the execution of those 
good old billowy compositions called fuguing tunes, where the four 
parts that compose the choir take up the song, and go racing around 
one after another, each singing a different set of words, till, at 
icugth, by some inexplicable magic, they all come together again, 
and sail smoothly out into a rolling sea of song. 1 remember the 
wuuder w ith which 1 used to look from side to side when treble, 
tenor, counter, and bass were thus roaring and foaming —and it 
verily seemed to me as if tee psiltu was going to pieces among the 
breakers,— and the delighted astonishment with which I found 
that each particular verse did emerge whole and uninjured from 
the storm. 

Hut alas for the wonders of that old meeting-house, how they are 
passed away ! Kven the venerable building itself has l**en pulled 
down, and its fragments scattered ; yet still I retain enough of my 
childish feelings to wonder whether any little boy was gratified by 
the possession of those painted tulip# and grape vines, which my 
childish eye used to covet, and about the obtaining of which, in 
etm the house should ever be pulled down, i devised so many 
schemes during the long sermon# and services of summer days. I 
hurt visited the spot where it Mood, hut the modem, fair looking 
building that stands in i:» room Ivars no trace of it; and of the 
various familiar that n«**d to !>e seen inside, not one remain#. 

Verily, I must be growing old : and as old people are apt to spin 
long stories I check my self, and lay down my pen. 
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I Ml. spuMing i« and miow Jn ii and \ull») tree am 1 hush 

wnc cliHf.'iti;' with •natimiifi* the hio.id, c».irM‘ rntU «<f the fence 
slioiu- 1 1 k t* hais of feoh't sii v * r, w hih {title Iriugca <»i‘ icuici glittered 
between each bar. 

In tin* yard of y under dwelling llu* scarlet Wrrim of the mountain 
ash slum- through a trim 'parent eating of crystal, ami the sable 
^Igiiccs and white pines. j«o*dercd and glutenitgwith flu* fnat, him* 
assumed an icy brilliancy. The cave* of th*- house, the door 
knocker, tin* pickets of the fence. the honey stickle* »ml seringa*, 
once the l‘o:»>t of summer, are all alike p-lishrd. varnished, and 
resplendent with their winter trapping, iw* gleaming m the last 
rays of the early sunset. 

Within that l:i**ge, old f^hmued dwelling might you ***c an ample 
p:u lour, all whos<* adjustments and arrangements speak of security, 
warmth, and home enjoyment; of money spent not for show, hut lor 
comfort. Thick crimaon curtains descend in heavy fold* over th« 
embrasures of the windows, and the ample hearth am) wide fireplace 
speak of the custom* of the pH si old time*, ere that glooms, unpoettr, 
unsocial gnonu — the air-tight — had uiotiopolucd the place ol the 
blazing fireside. 

No dark air-tight, howe\er, filled our ancient chimney; but there 
was a genuine old-fashioned tire of the most »ppr»*\ ed architecture, 
with a gallant backlog and forestick, supporting and keeping tit 
order a crackling pile of dry win*], that »n whirring and Ida* mg 
waryi welcome for all whom it might concern, occasionally bursting 
forth into most* portentous a.»d earnest »na|*s, which rung through Use 
room with a genuine, h«**p»tahb* emphasis. as if the h re wm enjoy in# 
himself, ami having a go-*l time, ami wanted ail hands {o draw up 
and make themselves at home with him. 

So looked that parlour to me. when, tired with a long day's rid*, I 
found my way into it. just ai evening, and wo* greeted with a hearty 
welcome* from my old friend, Odom I Wintbrop. 

In addition to all that 1 have already described, let the reader add, 
if he pleases, the vision of a wide and ample tea table, covered with 
a snow y cloth, on which the servant* are depositing the evening meal. 

I haul not seen Winlbrop for years; but we were oh! cotlrgw 
friends, and I had gladly accept*?*! an invitation to renew our ancient 
intimacy by passing tin? New Year's season in his family. 1 found 
him stiil the same hale, kindly, cheery fellow as in days uf did, 
though time had taken the same liberty with his handsome bead (hat 
Jack Frost had with the cedars an*! spruce* out of door*, in giving to 
it a graceful and booming sprinkle of silver. 

** tlerc yon arc, my dear fc»k*w," *a*d h*. shaking me by Mb 
hands — ** just tn season for tlwr ham and chickens -ccrffee all smoking 
Mv dear/’ he added to a motherly -look mg woman who wow entered, 

«* here's John ! I t*eg f«tr»J<m. Mr. Stuart." A* he spake, two Md, 
band •nine !*oy s broke into the room, accompanied by a huge Ktw* 
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foundland dog - all as full of hilarity and abundant animation as au 
afternoon of glorious Skating could have generated. 

“ Ha, Tom and Ned ! -you rogues you don’t want any supper to- 
night, 1 suppose,” said the father, gaily ; ‘‘come up here and l>e 
introduced to my old friend. Here they come!” said he, as one by, 
one the opening doors admitted the various children to the summons 
of the evening meal. “ Here,” presenting a tall young girl, “ is our 
eldest, beginning to think herself a young lady, on the strength of 
being fifteen years old, and wearing her hair tucked up. And here 
is Eliza," said he, giving a pull to a blooming, roguish girl of ten, 
with large, saucy black eyes. “And here is Willie!” a bashful,’ 
blushing little fellow in a checked apron. “ And now, where’s the 
little queen ? — where’s her majesty ? — where’s Ally ?” 

A golden head of curls was, at this instant, thrust timidly in at 
the door, and I caught a passing glimpse of a pair of great blue eyes; 
but the head, curls, eyes, and all. instantly vanished, though a little 
fat dimpled hand was seen holding on to the door, and swinging it 
back aud forward. “Ally, dear, come in!” said the mother, in 
a tone of encmirageimut. “Come in, Ally ! come in,” was repeated 
in various tones, by each child ; but brother Tom pushed open the 
door, and taking the little recusant in his arms, brought her fairly in, 
and deposited her on her father's knee. She took firm hold of his 
coat, and then turned and gazed shyly upon me — her large splendid 
blue eyes gleaming through her golden curls. It was evident that 
this was the pet iamb of the fold, and she was just at that age when 
babyhood is verging iuto childhood- an age often indefinitely pro- 
longed in a large family, where the universal admiration that waits 
on every look, and motion, and word of ttw b tby % and the multiplied 
monopolies and privileges of the baby estate, seem, by universal 
consent, to extend as long and as far as possible. And why not thus 
delay the little bark of the child among the flowery shores of its first 
Eden? - defer them os we may, the hard, the real, the cold common- 
place of life comes on all too soou ! 

“This is our New Year’s gift,” said Winthrop, fondly caressing 
the curly head. “ Ally tell the gentleman how old you are " 

“ 1 sail be four neat New ’Ear's,” mid the little one, while all the 
circle looked applause. 

** Ally, tell the gentleman what you are,” said brother Ned. 

Ally looked eoqucttishly at me, as if she did not know whether she 
should flavour me to that extent, and the young priuoess was further 
solicited. 

“ Tell him what Ally is,” said the oldest sister, with a patronizing air. 

New Ear's pearot,” said my little lady, at last. 

u And mamma’s, too!” said the mother gently, amid the applauses 
of the admifing circle. 

Winthrop looked apologetically at me, and said, " We all spoil her 
-—that’s a fact— every one of us down to Hover, there, who let s her 
He tippets round hit neck, and put bonnets on his head, and hug and 
kiss him, to a degree that would disconcert any other dog in the 
vorld ” 
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If ever b«auty and poetic grace man nu apology for spoiling, it 
wa* m lists case. Kvety turn of the bright Bead. every change of 
the dimpl'd face and round ami chubby itml»s, «ai a picture ; and 
within the little form was shrined a heart full of love, and running 
over with <on»{>n«M.»n and goodwill for wen breathing thing; with 
feelings m> sensitive, that it mas papa's delight to make her laugh 
and cry with stories, and to watch in the blue, earnest mirror of bar 
eye every change and turn of his narration, ns he look her through 
long fairy tales, and old-fashioned giant and ghiwt legend*, purely 
Jbr his own and much reprimanded all the way by 

mamma, lor filling the child's head with nonsense. 

Jt was now, however, time to turn lumi the beauty to the substao* 
tial realities of the supjver talde. ! observed that Ally's high chair 
was stationed i lose by her father's side ; and t uT and ano«t, whil* 
gaily talking, lie would slip into her t<*> Imh- mouth some cboic j 
hit from lii^ plate. tm-se notices amt attentions »e t in:ug so instinctive 
and habitual, that they did n«*i lot » moment interrupt the thread of 
the conversation Once or twice l • au/i.t it ghi»p»eof hover's great 
rough nose, turned anxiously up to the litile chair; whereat th® 
small white hand forthwith slid stum thing into his unuth, though 
by what dt xtcritv it oer c.irm* out from the great him k jaw* utt ut* 
you red w a* a mystery. W hen the supply of meat on the small lady*# 
plate w a* exhausted, 1 observed the httie hand slyly slipping into bar 
father's provision grounds, and with infinite address attracting small 
morsels, whereat there was much mysterious winking l*twee» lb* 
father and the other children, and considerable tittering among the 
younger ones, though all in marvellous *i letter, as it was deemed beat 
poljci not to appear to notice Ally's ties*, list this should Iwcofifte 
too obstrv]»erou». 

lit the course of tin neat day 1 found myself to all intent* and 
purprvses, as much part and parcel of the family ts if Ilia4 hdru bum 
and hred among them. I found that l had cotne in a critical time, 
when secret* »m plenty a* 1 iarkhrrrtes. It bring New Yw'» week, 
all the little hoarded resource* of tin* t hddren, both of money and fu 
ingenuity, were in brisk requisition, getting m> New Year* f**«n»t* 
for each 'other, and for fath« r and mother. The U»ys li*4 their lltlhj 
tin savings-lwmks, where all tlw stray jk runic* of the y **r had hwan 
carefully hoarded-- all that hml Uwn got by blacking papa's bonis, 
f»r lit piling wood, or weeding in the garden - mingled with IlgWf 
fortunate addition* which had come as windfall* from MMar ItfearaJ 
guest or friend- AH now were poor* J out daily , on table*, 00 dgttfl, 
on stool*, and counted over with wonderful cmrorwl new*. 

My friend, though m easy circumstance*. was somewhat tM« 
fashioned in hu notions. lie never showed Ins children ipndis^ 
money, except such ar tncy fairly tamed by some exertion* of that? 
own. ** Im I them do something,'' he would **>. “to Make It fairly 
theirs, and tlwcir getw*rwuty will then liave mmuc signi ftwrnr tN M.l t H 
▼erv easy f*r children to be generous on their (Mgsuts' woo* y* 
Great w err the comparing uf resources and estimate* of property »| 
this time. Tom and Ned, who were big enough to ww wood «ad 
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hoe in the pardon, had accumulated the vast sum of three dollars 
each, and walked abotft with their hands in their pockets, and talked 
largely of purchases, like gentlemen of substance. They thought of 
getting mamma a new muff, and papa a writing desk, besides 
trinkets innumerable for sisters, and a big doll for Ally; but after 
they had made one expedition to a neighbouring town to inquire 
prices, I obserwd that their expectations were greatly moderated. 
As to little Willie, him of the checked apron, his whole earthly sub- 
stance amounted to thirty-seven cents ; yet there was not a member 
of the whole family circle, including the servants, that he could find 
it in his heart to leave out of his remembrance. 1 ingratiated my tie if 
with him immediately ; and twenty times a day did I count over his 
money to him, and did sums innumerable to show how much would 
lie left if he got this, that, or the other articl", which he was longing 
to buy for father or mother. I proved to him most invaluable, by 
helping him to think of certain small sixpenny and fourpenuy 
articles that would be pretty to give to sisters, making out with 
marbles for /Torn and Ned. and a very valiant-looking sugar horse 
for Ally. Miss Kmma had the usual resource of young ladies, flosses, 
worsted, and knitting, ami crochet needles, and busy fingers, and she 
was giving private lessons daily to Kiiza, to enable her to get up 
some napkin-rings and l>ook-inarks for the all-important occasion. 
A gentle air of bustle and mystery pervaded the whole circle. I was 
Intrusted with so many secrets that I could scarcely make an observ- 
ation, or take a turn aliout the room, without l»eing implored to 
“remember” — “ not to tell”— not to let papa know this, or mamma 
that. I was not to let papa know how the boys were going to buy 
him a new inkstand, with a peurack upon it, which was entirely to 
outshiue all previous inkstands; nor tell mamma aboht the crochet 
bag that Kmma was knitting for her. Ou all sides were mysterious 
whisperings, and showing of things w rapped in brown paper, glimpses 
of which, through some inadvertence, were always appearing to the 
public eye. There were close counsels held In^nd doors and in 
corners, and suddenly broken off when some particular member of 
the family appeared. There were flutters of vanishing book-marks, 
which were always whisked away when a door opened ; and inces- 
sant ejaculations of admiratiou and astonishment from one privileged 
looker or another on things which might not be mentioned to or 
beheld by others. 

Papa and mamma behaved with the utmost circumspection and dis- 
cretion, and though surrounded on all sides by such pitfalls and 
labyrinths of mystery, moved about with an air of the most uncon- 
scious simplicity possible. 

Bat little Ally, from her privileged character, became a very spoil- 
sport in the proceedings. Her small fingers were always pulling 
open parcels prematurely, or lifting pocket-handkerchief* ingeniously 
thrown down over mysterious articles, aud thus disconcerting the 
TUty profoundest surprise* that ever were planned ; and were it not 
that tne was still within the bounds of the kingly state of babyhood, 
and therefore could be held to do mi wrong, would certainly have 
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falltMi into general disgrace ; but then it wm “ Ally,” and that wn* 
apology for all tiling, and tin* exph-it wan r«kit**d m half whispers, 
Un so tunny, so cunning, that Mi** (’n; ly jnit«‘ was in nowise discon- 
certed at the headvliako anil ‘*i;.iughty Aliys” that visited her .dfeuec*. 
• “ W hat di&?” said rite, one morning, a*, she was rummaging «oer 
some packages indiscreetly left the -ofa. 

*‘t) Kmtua! see Ally!*’ exclaimed Klixa, darting forward; but 
too late, for the tlaxen curls and blue eyes of a wax doll had already 
appeared. 

•• Now she'll know all about it,” said Elixa, despairingly. 

"Ttly 1 ooked in astonishment, as dolly's visage promptly disappeared 
from her view, and then turned to pursue her business in another 
quarter of the room, where, spying something glittering under the 
sofa, she forthwith pulled out and held up to public view a crochet 
hag sparkling with innumerable steel fringe*. 

**(), what Ih* dis !" she exclaimed again. 

Miss J.mina sprang to the rescue, while all the other children, 
with a burst of exclatnafiou, turned their eyes on mamma. Mamina 
very prudently did not turn her head, and a p {reared to be lost in 
reflection, though she must hate been quite deaf not to have heard 
the loud whispers — “Its mamma'* Uig! only think! Don't you 
think, 'rom. Ally pulled out main n a s bag. and held it right up 
before her! Don't you think shell find «*ut f" 

Master Tom valued himself greatly on the original and profound 
ways lie had of adapting his present* to the tame* of the rer*i*er, 
without exciting suspicion : for example, he would come up into 
his mother’# room, all luroted and coaletl for a ride to town, jingling 
his purse gleefully, and begin 

“Mother, moflier, which do you like U*st, pink or blue ?” 

“ That might depend on circumstance*, n.y son.” . , . 

“ Well, but. mother, for a neck ribbon, for example ; suppose 
soinetKxly was going to buy you a neck nhUm.” 

“Why, blue would be the ru*t suitable for me I think.” 

“ Weil, but mother, which stiouUl y cm think was the bent, a neck 
ribbon or a book ?’* 

“ What book ? It would depend something on that” 

• 4 Why, as g'xxi a l#x>k as a fellow could g» t for thirty-sere** 
cent#,” #ays Torn. 

“ Well, on the whole, I think I should prefer the ribbon.” 

“There, Ncd.”«ay* Tom, coming down the aiairw, “ T*« bwuid 
ont just what mother want#, without telling her a word about it ” 
iiut the crowning mystery of all the great family arcana, the 
thing that was going to astonish papa ami mamma past ail rwcovarjr, 
was certain projected tiouk-mark*, (bat link Ally wm going to be 
made to work for them. This Wd scheme waa projected by Mian 
Emma. and she had armed beraelf with a whole paper of sugar 
plum*, to l*e used a# adjuvants to mom) iortueoce, to cam the 
discouragement* of the undertaking should prrm? loo nodi for Ally’s 
patience. 
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A* to All), slu* jj^lt all tin? dignity of the enterprise — her whole 
little soul was ul*orhe(i in :t. Seated on Kmnm's knee, with the 
needle between her little f.it fingers, and holding the board very 
tight, as if the was afraid it would run away from her. she very 
gravel v and carefully stuck the needle in every place but the right 
— pricked her pretty fingers ate sugar plums • stopping now to 
pat Hover, and now to stroke pussy -letting fall her thimble, and 
bustling down to pick it up— occasionally taking an episodical nice 
round the room with I bn er, during which time sister Emma added 
a stitch or two to the work. 

1 would not wish to have been required, on oath, to give in my 
undisguised opinion us to the numl>er of stitches the littly one really 
put into her present, hut she had a most genuine and firm conviction 
that she worked every stitch of it herself: and when, on returning 
from a scamper with pussy, she found one or two letters finished, 
she never doubted that the whole was of her own execution, and, of 
course, thought that working book-marks was one of the most 
delightful occupations iu the world. It was all that her little heart 
could do to keep from papa and mamma the wonderful secret. 
Every evening she would bustle about her father with an air of 
such great mystery, and seek to pique his curiosity by most skilful 
hints, such as- 

“ I know soiucfui 1 but I s'aet tell you." 

44 Not tell me ! O Ally ! Wny not?" 

44 0, it's about -a New ’Ear’s pcs " 

“ Ally, Ally,” resounds from sevetal voices, 44 don't you tell." 

44 No, I s'ant — but you are going to have a New ’liar’s pcsent, 
and so is mamma, aud von can’t dess what it is." 

“Can’t I?" 

44 No, -and 1 sau’t tell you." 

44 Now, Ally!" said papa, pretending to look aggrieved. 

44 Well, it's going to be — somefin worked." 

44 Ally, be careful,*’ said Emma. 

44 Yes’ I’ll be very tareful ; it’s somefin ~ cr ill pretty - somefin to 
put in a l»ook. You’ll find out about it by and by.** 

44 1 tbiuk Em in a fair way to," said the father. ' 

The conversation now digressed to other subjects, and the nurse 
came in to take Ally to bed ; who. as she kissed her father, in the 
fulness of her heart, added a fresh burst of information. 44 Papa,” 
said she, in an earnest whisper, 44 that, A** is about so long" -measur- 
ing on her fill little arm. 

“A jfts, Ally? Why, you arc not going to give me a fish, ore 

you?" 

44 1 mean that thinr* mid Ally, speaking the word with great 
effort, and* getting quite red in the face. 

44 O. that thi** I i I b«qt pardon, my lady ; that nut* another fact* on 
the communication," tain the father, stroking her head fondly, as 
Im bade bcY good night. 

** The child can talk plainer than she does ” said the father, ** but 
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we are all so delighted with her litsh* Ui>tt<nt»l dmWt, thal I don't 
hl:OW hut slit* Will h«vj. Jt MJ. till *!«• jn tw.Mv* 

* » « • 

It now wanted mill thr«e days i<f the New ^eur, when a Hidden 
ati'l deadly shadow tell uii the dwt-liing, late m» hu«y and i<»y nti%~ -a 
shadow from tlie grnvr: ami it fell on the flower of the garden - 
the star — the hinging hi id the loved und loving A l W . 

She was stricken down at once, in the (lush of her iimocent enjoy - 
nieut. by a fever, who h from the ht»t via* ushered in with symptoms 
t he m ost fearful. 

the hustle of prepaiation * <-u*cd tin* present* were forgotten 
or lay utxtut untiuisiied, ns if t.o one n«»w had a heart to put their 
hand to anything; while uji in her little enh lay the beloved nor, 
tossing and burning with restless fever, ae«d without power to 
recognise any of the loved faces that U i.t over her. 

I he doctor came twice a day. wan u heavy step, and a fare in 
which anxious care was too plain!) written, and whiie he was there 
each meuiU r of the circle hung with anxious, unpluiug fa* e* *U*u! 
him, as if to entreat him to save their darling ; hut still the deadly 
disease held on its relentless eourse, in spite of alt tn it could tie done. 

"I thought iiivhIj prepared to meet tiod* will in any form it 
might come," said \\ inthrop to me; “hut this one flung 1 had 
forgotten. It never intend ».!«• in % head that III) little Ally could 
die." 

The evening before New Veai’s, the deadly diseaw seemed tolar 
progressing more rapidly than ever, ami when the d«*r for came for 
his evening call, he found all th* family gathered in mournful atilt* 
ness around the little crib. 

** f suppose,* said the father. w;th an efort to speak calmly, 
4 * that this may Ik* her last night wait us '* ... 

'flie doctor made no answer, and the who.c circle of brother* and 
sisters broke out info hitter wrrpmg. 

“It is just jo.vntde that sh« may l,\e till to morrow," said the 
doctor. 

14 To-morrow — her birthday !*’ tn# rm>th< r. “tl Ally, Aliy!' 

Weagjlv pulsed the watches of that night. Karh brother and 
aister had kissed the pah* little rhr*k, to bid farewell, and gone t» 
their rooms, to sob theinsel* e* to sleep and the father and mother 
and doctor alone watch'd around the bed. O. what a watch 
i« that which despairing love kecj*, waiting for death 1 Poor 
llover, the companion of AH*’* gayer hours, resolutely niW4 
to be excluded from the sick chain tier, hi retched under (If* 
little crib, he watched with unsleeping eye* every motion of the 
attendant*, ami as often as they row to administer awdioM, W 
change the pillow, or bathe the head, he would rise lita and look 
anxiously over the aide of the crib, as if he undentood ail that m 
passing. 

About an hour past midnight, the child l#ega» to changw: her mmm 
became fainter ami fainter, her mtlesa «»*®v rment ceased, and a deep 
sad heavy sleep settled upon her. 
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Tlu* parents Infill wistfully on the doctor. “It is the Inst 
change,” he said; 44 hit/ m ill probably pass away before tin* 
day break.” 

Heavier and deeper grew that sleep, ami to tlu* eye of the anxious 
watchers the little face grew paler and paler : yet by decrees the 
breathing became regular ami easy, and a gentle moisture began to 
diffuse itself over the whole surface. A new* hope began to dawn on 
the minds of the parents, as they pointed out these symptoms to 
the doctor. 

44 All things are possible with God.” said he, in nnswej* _tr> 
the inquiring looks he met, “and it may be that she will yet live.” 

An hour more passed, and the rosy glow of the New. Year's 
morning began to blush over the snowy whiteness of the landscape. 
Far off from the window could be seen the kindling glow of a glorious 
suurise, looking all the brighter for the dark pines that half veiled it 
from view; and now a straight and glittering beam shot from the east 
into the still chamber. It fell on the golden hair and pale brow 
of the child, lighting it up as if an angel had smiled on it; 
and slowly the large blue eyes unclosed, and gazed dreamily around. 

44 Ally, Ally,’* said the father, 1 tending over her, trembling with 
excitement. 

44 You are going to have a New 'Kir’s present,” whispered the little 
one, faintly sy tiling. 

44 1 believe from my heart that you arc, sir !” said the doctor, who 
stood with his lingers on her pulse’; * 4 she has passed through the crisis 
of the disease, and we mn> hope.” 

A few hours turned this hope to glad certainty : for with the 
elastic rapidity of infant life, the signs of rcturning^vigour began to 
multiply, and ere evening the little one was hing in her father’s 
arms,, answering with languid smiles to the overflowing proofs of 
tenderness which every member of the family was showering upon 
her. 

“See, my children,” said the father gently, 44 thin iw 

is our New Year’s present. What can we render to God iu 

return T 


THE OL1) OAK OF AXHOYER. 

A KKVKUY. 

Silently, with dreamy languor, the fleecy snow is falling. Through 
the window*, flowery with blossoming geranium ana heliotrope, 
through the downward sweep of crimson aud muslin curtain, one 
watches it as the wind whirls and swavs it in swift eddies. 

Right opposite our house, on our Mount Clear, is an old oak, the 
apostle of the primeval forest. Once, when this place was all wild* 
wood, the man who was seeking a spot for the location of the 
buildings of Phillips’ Academy climbed this oak, using? it as a sort of 
green wstchtower, from whence he might gain a view of the stir- 
rounding nmutn . Age aud time, since then, have dealt hardly 
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with the* stanch old Kili'w. Ili*» limbs haxe Ihcii here tux) then* 
shattered ; his hack begins to look moss) ami <llapidat«d ; hut after 
all, there is a piquant, decided n»r alxmt huu. that speaks the old 
ape of a tree of distinction, a kingly oak. To da) I Me him stand* 
iup, dimly revealed through tin* mo>t of fuliiM* miow* , to-tnor* 
row’s sun will show th" on time of Ir* gn tiled limb*. all roue colour 
with their soft snow burden ; and again a few months, and spring 
will breathe on him. ami he v ill draw a long breath, and break out 
once more, for tin- three hundredth tune, peril ap*, info a vernal 
crown of leaves. 1 sometimes think that lea' es are the thought* of 
tree?* and that if u.- only knew it, should find their life's ex- 
perience record* d in them. Our oak ! what n crop of meditation* 
and remembrance" must he hate thrown forth, ieafinp out century 
after century. Awhile he spake and thought only **f red deer anil 
Indiana; of the milium tliat ofauied its white tri.»n*‘Ie in his shade ; 
of the scented arbutus, fair as the pink <*can sb 11, wtnxiug her 
fraprant mats in the moss at his fret ; of feather) terns, rattn.g their 
silent shadows on the eheckerlierr) leases, and all those sweet, wild, 
nameless, half-mn*"\ thing*. that li\e in the gloom of forest*, and 
are only desecrated when brought !<> scientific light. laid out and 
stretched on a Itotanie lucr. >wi*,t old forest days! when blue jay, 
and )clJowh:immer. and hob. link made Jok leases merry , and sum* 
lncr was a long opera of such iiiii*i<* oa Mo/art ilittily dreamed. 
Hut then came.hnmankmd bustling !wm ath ; wunthrmg, fussing, 
explorimr, ineaMirmp. treadmp down flowers, cutting down trees, 
scaring Ixihalinka — and Amhncr. as men siy. began to 1*** settled. 

Stanch men wer<’ they these Puritan father* of Andover. The 
old oak must have felt them something ak;« to him* If. Such 
strong, wrestling hmU ha 1 they, v* grurhd and knitted were they* 
yet so outiwrstiog with a green and vernal * r*»wn. yearly springing, 
of noble and generous thoughts, rustling with least** vnicti shkll be 
for the healing of nation*. 

These men were content witli the hard dry crust for tbe*n«clvc«, 
that thev might sow seeds of abundant food for us, their children ; 
men out’of whose hardness in enduring we gain leisure to be soft 
ami gr^eful, through whose poverty we have Iweomc rich. Lika 
M ws they had for their portion only the pain and wearmri* of the 
wilderness, leaviug to us the fruition of the promised laiwl. 1^1 «« 
cherish for their wake the old oak. beautiful in it* age a* the limken 
atatue of some antique » r.-stler. brown with tune, vet glorious m its 
iuggestion of paat achievement. 

I think all tbi* the more that I have recently wipe Mtrtm th# 
following passage in one of our religmos paper*. The writer **• 
press’s a kind of aentirneut whirl* one meet* very often upon this 
subject, and leads one to wonder what glamour rcwld have fallen on 
the mind* of any of the descendants of the Pun tans' ttist they 
should cast nettles on those hoixmfed gr*v«* where they should be 
proud to cast their laurel*. • 

« It ia hard,’’ he say*. - for a lover of the beautiful — no* a mops 
lover, but a believer in its divinity also— to forgive the Pnriisus, or 
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to think charitably of them. It ia hard for him to keep Forefathers’ 
Day, or to subscribe go the Plymouth Monument; hanl to look fairly 
at what they did, with the memory of whut they destroyed rising up 
to choke thankfulness ; for they were as one-sided and narrow- 
minded a set of men as ever lived, ami saw one of truth’s faces only 
— the hanl, stern, practical far**, without lov» lines*, without lieauty, 
and only half dear to God. The Puritan dew in the face of facts, 
not because he saw them and disliked them, hut because he dul not 
net them. lie saw foolishness, lying, stealing, worldliness — the 
very mammon of unrighteousness rioting in the world, and be aring 
sway — and he ran full tilt against the monster, hating it wffTTa 
very mortal and mundane hatred, and anxious to see it hite the 
dust that his own horn might Ik* exalted. It was in truth only 
another horn of the old dtleumm, tossing and goring grace and 
beauty, and all the loveliness of life, as if they were the enemies 
instead of the sure friends of God and man/' 

Now, to those who say this wc must ask the question with which 
Socrates of old pursued the sophist : What is Ixaiity ? If beauty be 
only phvstcal, if it appeal only to the senses, if it U* only an enchant- 
ment of graceful forms, sweet sounds, then indeed then* might be 
something of truth iti this sweeping declaration that the Puritan 
spirit is the enemy of beaut) . 

The very root and foundation of all artistic inquiry lies hen*. 
Wkat it beauty 1 And to this question God forbid that we f’/*ri»- 
tiang should give a narrower answer than Plato gave in the old 
times before Christ arose, for he directs the aspirant who would 
diacover the beautiful to “consider of greater value the beauty 
existing »* the *oul t than that existing in the body.” More grace- 
fully he teaches the same d«»c trine when he tells us that “there are 
two kinds of Venus (beauty): the one, the elder, who had no 
mother, and was the daughter of Uranus, (heaven,) whom we name 
the celestial : the other, younger, the daughter of Jupiter and Dione, 
whom we call the vulgar.” 

Now, if disi nterest**' l ness, faith, patience, piety, have a beauty 
celestial and divine, then were our fathers worshippers of the 
beautiful. If high-miudednes* and spotless honour are b^ntiful 
things, they had those. What work of art can compare with a 
lofty and heroic life? U it not better to be a Moses than to be a 
Michael Angelo making statues of Muses ? Is not the life of Paul 
a sublimer work of art than Raphaels cartoons? Are not the 
patience, the faith, the undy ing love of Mary by the cross, more 
beauttflsl thaa all the Madonna paintings in the world ? If, then, we 
would apeak truly of our fathers, we should say that, having their 
minds fixed on that celestial beauty of which Plato speaks, they held 
lx alight esteem that more common and earthly. 

Should we continne the parable in Plato's manner, we might any 
that the earthly and visible Venus, the outward grace of art and 
nature, was grdained of God as a priestess, through whom men were 
X g sin new to the divine, invisible One ; but that men, in their 
MMMtk ever worship the priestess i ns tead of the divinity. 
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Th«*n f*»re it in that grvttt reformer* s»o(\hi tnu»t break tii«* itirioM 
and temples of the physical and earthly In autyg when they M**k to 
draw iiici) upward to that winch >» high and divine. 

( iirtsf nays of John the Rtptisf. *“ What went ye out for to new? A 
man clothed in soft raiment ? Ikiioldtiuy which are clothed ui soA 
raiment are in kings’ pala***.’’ .*» was it when our father# ntttw 

here. Then* were enough wearing soft raiment and dwelling m 
kings' palaces. Life in pu}*al Lome ami preiatic hitgland waa 
weighed down with blossoming luxury. There were abundance of 
people to think of picture*, ami statues, and gem*, and cameo*, vases 
aim lHarble*, and ail manner of delu loumess. The world waa all 
drunk with the enchantment* of tin* lower \ enu*, and it waa needful 
th.it these men should come, Itaptistdikr in the wildcrne**, in 
raiment of camel’* hair. We need such nu*n now. Art, they tell 
it*, is waking in America ; a love of the beautiful >* beginning to 
unfold its wings; hut what kind of art, and what kind of beaut) t 
Are we to fill our houses with picture* and gem*, and to m e that 
even our drinking cup and vase is wrought in graceful pattern, am) 
to lose our reverence for self denial, honour, and faith ? 

1* our Venus to Ik? the frail, ensnaring Aphrodite, or the starry, 
divine Trains ? 
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Or* wood lot! Yea, we have arrived at the dignity of owning a 
wood lot. and for ua simple folk there i* something invigorating in 
the thought. To ow s even a small spot of our dear old mother earth 
hath ill it a re l tali of something stimulating to human nature. To 
own a meadow, with all its thousand Old fringes of g ra i s e s , tls 
broidery of monthly flower*, and iu outriders of birds, aml<W% and 
gold- winged insects— this is something that establishes one’s heart. 
'To own a clover patch or a buckwheat field is like prwscaiiitg a self, 
moving manufactory for perfume* and iswuxis; Iwit a wood kit, 
rustling with dignified old tree* — it make* a man rise in his own 
esteem ^he might take ofl his hat to himself at the moment of scqtu* 


sitiori. 

We do not marvel that the land-acquiring passion becomes a mama 
among our farmers, and particularly we do not wonder at a p ass ion 
for wood land. That wide, deep chasm of conscious self poverty and 
emptiness which Jica at the bottom of every human heart, making 
meu crave property as something to add to one’s own lanniM, aad 
to ballast one s own specific levity, is sooner filled by laud than any- 
th in g else. 

Vcwir hoary New England farmer walks orrr his acre* with a grim 
satisfaction. He arts his foot down with a hard stamp; Asre is 
reality. No moonshine hank slock! no swindling railroads ! Umm 
is kubaak, mad there is no defaulter here, AU ts true, solid, aad 
he seems anchored to this life by it 9oo 


tact. 


the old miser, mskiag his will m his < 
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parting with everything, die, el inline to the possession of his land. 
He disposes withmfiy a groan of this and that house, and this and 
that stock and security ; but at last the manor is proposed to him. 

“ The manor ! hold ! ” ho cried, 

“ Not that ; f cannot part tn't/i that ! *’ — and died ! 

In such terms we discoursed yesterday, Herr Professor and myself, 
while jogging along in an old -fashioned chaise to inspect a few aeres 
of wood lot, the acquisition of which had led us, with great freshness, 
into these reflections. 

Does any fair lady shiver at the idea of a drive to the woods •sr'Ttte 
first of February? Let me assure her that in the coldest season 
Nature never wants her ornaments full worth looking at. 

See here, for instance— let us stop the old chaise, and get out a 
minute to look at this brook one of our last* sn miner’s pets. What 
is he doing this winter? Ix*t us at least sav, * l How do you do? " to 
him. Ah, here he is! and he and Jack Frost together have been 
turning the little gap in the old stone wall, through which he leaped 
down to the road, into a little grotto of Antiparos. Some old rough 
rail# and boards that dropped over it are sheathed in plates of trans- 
parent silver. The trunks of the black alders are mailed with 
crystal; and the witch-hazel and yellow' osiers, fringing its sedgy 
borders, are likewise shilling through their glossy covering. Around 
every stem that rises from the water is a glittering ring of ice. The 
taps of the alder and the red l terries of last summer’s wild roses 
glitter now like a lady’s pendant. As for the brook, he is w ide aw ake 
and joyful ; and where the roof of sheet ice breaks away, you can see 
his yellow brown waters rattling and gurgling among the stones as 
briskly as they did last July. Down lie springs ! *over the glossy- - 
coated stone wall, throwing new sparkles into the fairy grotto around 
him ;• and- widening daily from melting snows, and such other god- 
sends, he goes chattering off under yonder mossy stone bridge, and 
we lose sight of him. It might be fancy, but it seemed that our 
watery frieud tipped us a cheerv wink as he passed, saying, “Fine 
weather, sir and madam ; nice times these ; and in April you’ll find 
us all rittht ; the flow ers are making up their finery for t^e next 
season ; there’s to be a splendid display in a mouth or two.” 

Then the cloud-lights of a wintry sky have a clear purity and 
brilliancy that no other months cau rival. The rose tints, and the 
shading of rose tint into gold, the flossy, filmy accumulation of illu- 
minate vapour that drifts across the sky in a January afternoon, are 
beauties far exceeding those of summer. 

Neither are tree*, as seen in winter, destitute of their own peculiar 
beauty. If it be a gorgvons study in summer-time to watch the play 
of their abundant leafage, we still may thank winter for laying bare 
before us the grand and beautiful anatomy of the tree, with all its 
interlacing network of boughs, knotted on each twig with the bods 
of next Year’s promise. The fleecy and rosy clouds took all the more 
beaatifal through the dark lace veil of yonder magnificent elms; and 
the down-droopsng drapery of yonder willow hath its own grace of 
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outline as it sweeps the bare snows. Ami these comical old apple 
trees, why. in summer they look like so many plfnp. gr<vn cushions, 
one as much like another as jMsMlde; but under the revealing light 
of winter every chanu terUtie twist anti jerk stands disclosed. 

One might moralize on this how allle tion. which strips us of all 
ornaments and accessories, and brings us down to the |K*ntiancnt and 
solid wood of our nature. dev dope* such wide diflVreucc* in people 
who before seemed not much distinct. 

Hut here! our pony’s fie — t are new clinking on the icy path tinder 
the shadow of the white pines of *• our W4n*l l»»t." The path run* in 
hollow, ami on either hand rise sl«t|>es<laik and sheltered with 
the fragrant white pun*. White pines are favourites with us for 
many goo<l reasons. We love their balsamic breath, the long slender 
needles of their leaves, and, almvc all. the constant sibylline whisj^r- 
ings that never cease among their branches. In summer t lie ground 
lieneath them is paved with n soft and cleanly matting of their last 
year's leaves; and then their talking mi tns to !*• of coolness ever dwelt* 
ing far up in their frmgy, waving hollows. And now, u» winter time, 
we hud the same smooth floor ; for the h* av \ curtains above shut out 
the snow, and the same voice* al*ove whisper of shelter and quiet. 
“ Y'ou are welcome,” the) mv ; “the north wind i* gone to sleep ; 
we are rocking him it; our cradles. Sst down ami U* quiet from the 
cold.” At the feet of these slumbrous old pines, we find many of 
our last summer's friends looking as good as new. 7he smalt, 
rouinl-leaved partridge* berry weuvrs its vinv mat, amt lavs out its 
scarlet fruit; and here are black Iwrry vines with leaves still green, 
though with a bluish tint, not unlike what invades mortal nose* in 
Kill'll weather. Here. too. are the bright varnished leave* of the 
Indian pine, aritl the vim s of feathery gr» en of whnhour (’hrivtmo* 
garland* are made ; ro d here, ut.daunvd, though frozen to the very 
heart this cold day. is man) another leafy thing which met U*t 
summer rejoicing each in Us own peculiar flower. What name* they 
have received from scientific godfather* at tin* lsitamc fount, »*■ 
know not; we have always known them by fairy ni« kmimet of our 
own-- the pet name* of endearment which he between Nature’s 
childreu and us in her domestic circle. 

There is something peculiarly sweet Tr» us about a certain mystical 
dreaminess arid obscurity in tl.e-e wild word tri !**■%, which we ro ver 
wish to have brought out into the daylight of al*olute knowledge. 
Every one of them was a sclf-divovered treasure of oor childhood, 
art much our own as if find had made it on purpose and presented it ; 
and it was ever a part of the joy to think we had found w northing 
that no one else knew, and so musing on them, we gave them names 
in our heart. 

We search about amid the sere, yellow skeleton* of last summer'* 
ferns, if haply winter have forgotten one green leaf fed* ot*r home 
vase — iu vain we rake, freezing our fingers through our fur glove* — 
there is not one. An icicle has pierced every heart; and there aiw 
no fern leaves except those miniature on** which each plant t* bold- 
ing in hit heart, to be set up in next summer’* hour of joy. 0m 



OUR WOOD LOT Ilf WTKTER. 


242 

here are mosses—tufts of all aorta ; the white, crisp, arid crumbling, 
fair a» winter frosBvork; and here the feathery green of which 
French milliner* make mow rose-buds; and here the cup-moss — 
these we gather with some care, frozen as they are to the wintry 
earth. 

Now, stumbling up this ridge, we come to a little patch of hem- 
locks, spreading out their green w ings, and making, in the ravine, a 
deep shelter, where many a fresh springing thing is standing, and 
where we gain much for our home vases. These pines are motherly 
creatures. One can think how it must rejoice the heart of a partridjy,* 
or a rabbit to come from the dry, whistling sweep of a deciflGous 
forest, under the home-like shadow of their branches. 44 As for the 
stork, the fir-trees are her house,” says the Hebrew poet; and our 
fir-trees, this winter, give shelter to much small game. Often, on 
the light fallen snow, I meet their little footprints. They have a 
naive, helpless, innocent appearance, these little tracks, that softens 
my heart like a child's footprint. Not one of them is forgotten of 
our Father: and therefore 1 remember them kindly. 

And now, with cold toes and fingers, and arms full of leafy 
treasures, we |*1«h1 our way back to the chaise. A pleasant song is in 
my ears from this old w<kh1 lot — it speaks of green and cheerful 
patience in life’s hard weather. Not a scowling, sullen endurance, 
not a despairing, hand-dropping resignation, but a heart-cheerfulness 
that holds on to every leaf, and twig, and flower, and bravely smiles 
and keeps green when frozen to the very heart, knowing that the 
winter is but for a season, aud that the sunshine and bird-singings 
shall return, aiul the last year’s dry flower-stalk give place to the 
risen, glorified flower. 


POEMS. 


TUB CHA15MEU. 


“ — ‘ However, you and Simraias appear to me as if you wished 

U» sift this sutyect more thoroughly, and to lie afraid, like children, lest, 
on the soul's departure from the body, winds should blow it away.’ 


14 Upon this Cebes said , 4 Endeavour to teach us better, Socrates. 
Perhaps there is a childish spirit in our breast, that has such a dread. 
Let us endeavour to persuade him not to be afraid of death is of bob- 
gobttSMk* 

* 4 But you must charm him every day,’ said Socrates , 4 until you have 
quieted hk fears.’ 

* * But whence, O Secrateu,’ he said, 4 can we procure a skilful charmer 
lor such a cute, new pee are about to leave us r 
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** ‘Or eeee is wide, Obes,’ he replied : ‘and in it surety there are sktl* 
fi'l men, ond there ere slso many barbarous natmes, alt of which you 
should search, seeking such a charmer, sparing neither money nov toll, 
as there is nothing on which ><hi can more reasonably spend your 
money.' ( /ye/ CnnvertaiuM Soc rat* t r<M At# l>unpitt, a# mirratad 
by l*latu in the /Vuniw.) 

“ Wr tied that Chahnui, for our heart# irr sore 
With longing for the things that may not be; 

Faint for the friend* that shall return no more; 

Dark with distrust, or wrung with agony. 

“ What is this life? and what to us it death? 

Whence came we ? whither go? and where are those 
Who, iti a moment stricken from our »uir, 

Passed to that laud of shadow and repose ? 

“ And are they all dust ? and dust must we become ? 

Or are they living in some unknown clime? 

Shall we regain them in that far-ofl home. 

And live anew beyond the waves of time ? 

“0 man divine! on thee our souls have huug ; 

Thou wert our teacher to thews* questions high ; 

Hut. ah. this dav divides thee from our side. 

And veils in dust thy kindly-guiding eye. 

“ Where is that Charmer whom thou hoist us seek? 
t>n what far shores may his sweet voice be heard ? 
Whcirshall those question# of our yearning souls 
He answered by the bright Kteruai Word?" 

Sj spake the youth of Athens, weeping round, 

When Socrates by calmly down to flit ; 

Sj spake the sage, prophetic ot the hour 

When earth s fair morning star should rise an high. 

They found Him not, those youths of soul divine, 

I xmg seeking, wandering, watching on life's shore — 
Lessoning, aspiring, yearning for the light. 

Death came and found them — doubting as before. 

Hut y *an passed on ; and In ! the Charmer cams — 

Pure, simple, sweet, as comes the silver dew ; 

And th * wfirld knew him not - he walked alone, 

Encircled only by his trusting few. 

Like the Athenian sage rejected, scorned, 

Hctrsyed, condemned, his day of doom drew nigh ; 

He drew hb faithful few snore closely round. 

And told them that hi* hoar was come to die. * 

“ Let not your heart be troubled," then he mid $ 

“ My Father's house hath mans*** large aaddairj 
1 go before yon to prepare your piece ; 

I will more to take you with me there,** 
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And since that hoar the awful foe is charmed, 

And life an death are glorified and fair. 

Whither he went we know -the way we know — 

Ami w ith firm step press on to meet him there. 

TTI/IRIM’S SONG IN' THE DESERT. 

'Tin morning now— upon the eastern hills 

Once more the sun lights up this cheerless scene ; 
But (), no morning in my Father’s house 
Is dawning now, for there no light has been. 

Ten thousand thousand now, on Zion’s hills. 

All rol>ed in white, with palmy crowns, do stray. 
While I, an exile, far from fatherland. 

Still wandering, faint along the desert way. 

O home ! dear home! my own, my native home ! 

() Father, friends, when shall 1 look on jou? 

When shall these weary wanderings he o’er. 

And 1 Ik.* gathered hack to stray no more? 

0 thou, the brightness of whose gracious fare 
These weary, longing eves have never seen, — 

Ily whose dear thought, for whose beloved sake. 

My course, through toil and tears, 1 daily take, — 

1 think of thee when the mvrrh-dropping morn 
Steps forth upon the purpie eastern steep ; 

I think of thee in the fair eventide. 

When the bright -sandalled stars their watches keep 

And trembling hope, and fainting, sorrowing love, 
4hi thy dear word for comfort doth rely ; 

And clear-eyed Faith, with strong forervaching ga/e 
HehoUls thee here, unseen, but ever nigh. 

Walking in white with thee, she dimly sees, 

All beautiful, these lovely ones withdrawn. 

With whom my heart went upward, as they rose, 
Like morniug stars, to light a coming dawn. 

All stole** bow, and crowued, and glorified. 

Where’er thou mo vest move the} still with thee. 

As erst, in sweet commuuiou by thy side. 

Walked John and Mary in old Galilee. 

But hush, my heart ! "Tis but a day or two 
Divides thee from that bright, immortal shore. 

Rise up! rise up! ami gird Uiee for the race! 

Fust fly the hours, and all will soon be o'er. 

Thou hast the new name written in thy soul ; 

Thou hast the mystic stone he gives his own. 

Thy soul made one with him, shall feel no more 
That the it walking on her path alone. 
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MARY AT THE t’ROStf. 

** Now there stood by the cross of Jesus hit mother/* 

O wosDRors mother! Since the dawn of time 
Was ever joy, was ever pru-f like thine ? 

O, highly favoured in thy jo\ *« d»*ep How, 

And favoured e’en in this, thy bitterest woe! 

Poor was that home in simple Nazareth, 

Where thou, fair growing, like some silent flower, 
4aist of a kingly line. — unknown and losh, 

O desert lily !~ passed thy eiiiklh<M>d'K hour. 

The world knew not the tender serious maiden, 

Who, through deep losing tears *o silent grew. 

Filled with high thoughts and holt aspirations. 

Which, save thy Father, (okI's, no rye might view. 
And then it came, that message from the Highest, 

Such as to woman ne’er I** fore descended ; 

Th’ almighty shadowing wings thy soul oTrspread, 

And with thy life the Life of worlds was blended. 
What visions, then, of future glory filled thee, 

Mother of King and kingdom jet unknown 
Mother, fulfiller of all prophecy. 

Which through dim ages wondering Kvr» had shown ! 
Well did thy dark eye kindle, thy deep soul 
Pise in*** billows, and thy heart rejoice ; 

Then woke the poet's fire, the propleT* song 
* Tuned %ith strange, burning words thj timid voice. 
Then in dark contrast came the lowly manger. 

The outcast shed, the tramp of brutal feel; 

Agaiu, behold earth'? learned and b«*r lowly. 

Sages and shepherds, prostrate at thy feet. 

Then to the temple bearing, hark ! again 
What strange, conflicting tones of prophecy 
Breathe o’er the Child, foreshadowing wards of joy. 

High triumph, and yet bitter agony. 

O, highly favoured thou, in many an hour 
Spent in lone musing with thy wondrous Son, 

When thou didst gaze into that glorious eye, 

And hold that mighty hand within thine own. 

Blessed through tboa* thirty years, when in thy dwelling 
He lived a God disguised, with unknown power. 

And than, bis sole adorer— bis beat love — 

Trusting, revering, waitedst for his hour. 

Blessed in that hour, when called by opening heaven 
With cloud, and voice, and the baptizing flame, • 
l*p from the Jordan walked tb* aduicrwJed|ped stranger. 
And awe-struck crowds grew silent m became. 
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Blessed, when fidl of grace, with glory crowned, 

He from both nand* almighty favours poured, 

And, though he had not where to lay his head, 

Brought to his feet alike the slave and lord. 

Crowds followed ; thousands shouted “ Lo, our King !” 

Fast beat thy heart ; now, now the hour draws nigh : 

Behold the crown- the throue! the nations beud. 

Ah, no! fond mother, no! behold him die. 

Now by that cross thou tak’st thy final station, 

And sharst the last dark trial of thy Sou ; 

Not with weak tears or womans lamentation, 

But with high, silent anguish, like his own. 

Hail, highly favoured, even in this deep passion, 

Hail, in this bitter anguish —thou art blest — 

Blest in the holy power with him to suffer 

Those deep death-pangs that lead to higher rest. 

All now is darkness ; and in that deep stillness 
The God-man wrestles with that mighty woe; 

Hurk to that cry, the rock of ages rending — 

“’Tis finished !” Mother, all is glory now ! 

By sufferings mighty as his mighty soul 
Hath the Jehovah risen -for ever blest; 

And through all ages must his heart-beloved 
Through the same baptitmn enter the same rest.. 

CHRISTIAN PEACE. 

“Thou shall hide them in the secret of thy presenoe from the pride 
of man ; thou ahalt keep them secretly as in a pavilion from the strife 
of tongue*.’' 

When winds are raging o'er the upper ocean, 

And billows wild contend with angry roar, 

*Ti«* said, far down beneath the wild commotion. 

That peaceful $ til kits* reigneth evermore. 

Far, far beneath, the noise of tempest dieth. 

And silver waves chime ever peacefully. 

And no rude storm, how fierce soe'er he fiieth. 

Disturbs the Sabbath of that deeper tea. 

So to the heart that knows thy love, O Purest, 

There is a temple, sacred evermore. 

And. all the bubble of life’s angry voices 
Die in hushed stillness at its peaceful door. 

Far, fiur away, the roar of passion dieth,* 

And loving thoughts rise calm aad peacefully. 

And no nh storm, how fierce soe'er he fiieth. 

Disturbs the soul that dwells, O Lord, in thee. 
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O, rest of rests! O, pear** serene, etemaL! 

Thou ever hvtM ; and thou changcst never 

And in the .'■•■•rrt u( th*i prtimrr dwrileth 

% Fulness of joy —for ever and for ever. 

ABIDE IN ME AND I IN YOU. 

TfIK H»t l.*H ANSW Ktt. 

That mystic won! of thine, U sovereign Ixml, 

• Is all too pure, too high, too deep for me; 

W»*ar> of striving, and with longing faint, 

I lireathe it lack apt in in f r * cr to thee. 

A lode in me, I pray, and I in the**; 

From this good hour, <>, have me never more; 

Then shall the discord cease, the wound be healed. 
The lifelong bleeding of the soul h* o’er. 

Abide in me -o'endiadow by thy love 

Each half- formal jmrj*rtM* and dark thought of sin ; 

Quench, ere it riae, »*ach selfish, low desire, 

A nd keep in v soul a» thine, calm ami ilitist*. 

A* some rare perfume in a van 1 of e lay 
Pervades it with a fragrance not its uw» f 

S'), when thou dwulb-st in a mortal aoul, 

^11 heaven s own sweetness wnm around it thrown. 

Tfflymd alone, like a neglected har|». 

^DrNw* out of tune, and nceu* a hand divine ; 

Dwelt tttou within it, tun**, and touch the chords. 

Till every note and string shall answer thine. 

in >/*«*/ there have been moments pure 
When 1 have jhtii thy fac*e and felt ih v | rower ; 

Then evil lost its grasp, and passion, hushed. 

Owned the divine enchantment of the hour. 

These were but seasons beautiful and rare; 

M Abide in me/* — and they shall ccer be; 

Fulfil at once thy precept and my prayer — 

Cvnu? and abkte in me, and 1 in thee. 


WHEN I AWAKE I AM STILL WITH THEE. 

Still, still with thee, when purple morning brvaketh. 
When the bird waketh aud the shadows nee ; 

Fairer than morning, lovelier than the daylight, „ 
Dawns the sweet conackmsnesa, / <tm rW Um ! 
Alone with thee, amid the mystic shadows. 

The solemn hush of nature newly bora ; 

Alone with thee in breathless adoration, 
la the calm dew and frsshai— of tho now. 
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At in the dawning o’er the waveless .Kean 
The image ojthe mom'pg star doth rest. 

So in this stillness thou beholdest only 
Thine image in the waters of my breast. 

Still, still with thee! as to each new-born morning 
v A fresh and solemn splendour still is given, 

ISo doth this blessed consciousness, awaking, 

Breathe, each day, nearness unto thee and heaven. 

When sinks the soul, subdued by toil, to slumber. 

Its closing eye looks up to thee in prayer, 

Sweet the repose beneath thy wings o’ersliading. 

But sweeter still to wake and find thee there. 

So shall it be at last, in that bright morning 
When the soul wakoth and life’s shadows flee; 

O, in that hour, fairer than daylight dawning. 

Shall rise the glorious thought, I am t rith the! 

CHRIST'S YOR K IN THE SOUL. 

“Come ye yourselves into a desert place and rest a while ; for there 
were many coming and going, so that they had no time so much as to 
•at.” 

'Min the mad whirl of life, its dim confusion, 

Its jarring discords and poor vanity, 

Breathing like music over troubled waters, 

What gentle voice, O Christian, speaks to thee’ 

It is a stranger— not of i4frth or earthly ; 

By the serene, deep fulness of that eye, — 

By the calm, pityiug smile, the gesture lowly,— 

If is thy Saviour as he passeth by. 

“Come, come,” he saith, “ into a desert place. 

Thou who art weary of life’s lower sphere ; 

Leave its low strifes, forget its l Abiding noise ; 

Come thou with me — all shall be bright and clear. 

* Art thou bewildered by contesting voices. 

Sick to thy soul of narty noise and strife ? 

Come, leave it all, and seek that solitude 
Where thou ahah learn of me a purer life. 

“When fltf behind the world’s great tumult dieth, 

Thou shall look bock and wonder at its roar ; 

But its fhr voice shall seem to thee a dream. 

Its power to vex thy holier life be o’er. 

“There shall thou learn the secret of a power, 

. Mine to bestow, which heals the ills of living ; 

To overcome by love, to live by prayer. 

To conquer man's worn evils by forgiving/' 









